












THE

GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

A FANTASIA ON MODERN THEMES

BY

ARNOLD BENNETT
AUTHOR OF ' ANNA OF THE FIVE TOWNS ' ' LEONORA '

ETC.

A NEW EDITION

.

LONDON V

CHATTO & WINDUS
1904



?R
(o003



CONTENTS
CHAPTER

I. THE MILLIONAIRE AND THE WAITER . . I

II. HOW MR. RACKSOLE OBTAINED HIS DINNER. 1 5

III. AT THREE A.M 27

IV. ENTRANCE OF THE PRINCE 43

V. WHAT OCCURRED TO REGINALD DIMMOCK . 52

VI. IN THE GOLD ROOM 64

VII. NELLA AND THE PRINCE 74

VIII. ARRIVAL AND DEPARTURE OF THE BARONESS 84

IX. TWO WOMEN AND THE REVOLVER ... 95

X. AT SEA 106

XI. THE COURT PAWNBROKER . . . . Il8

XII. ROCCO AND ROOM NO. 1 1 1 130

XIII. IN THE STATE BEDROOM 140

XIV. ROCCO ANSWERS SOME QUESTIONS . . . 146

XV. END OF THE YACHT ADVENTURE . . . I $9

XVI. THE WOMAN WITH THE RED HAT . . . 170

XVII. THE RELEASE OF PRINCE EUGEN . . .185

XVIII. IN THE NIGHT-TIME . . . . . . 196



viii THE GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

CHAPTER PAGB

XIX. ROYALTY AT THE GRAND BABYLON * . . 2O7

XX. MR. SAMPSON LEVI BIDS PRINCE EUGEN

GOOD-MORNING . 2l8

XXI. THE RETURN OF FELIX BABYLON . . , 230

XXII. IN THE WINE CELLARS OF THE GRAND
BABYLON 243

XXIII. FURTHER EVENTS IN THE CELLAR . . . 254

XXIV. THE BOTTLE OF WINE , 264

XXV. THE STEAM LAUNCH . 273

XXVI. THE NIGHT CHASE AND THE MUD-LARK . 285

XXVII. THE CONFESSION OF MR. TOM JACKSON , , 293

XXVIII. THE STATE BEDROOM ONCE MORE . , 307

XXIX. THEODORE IS CALLED TO THE RESCUE . 317

XXX. CONCLUSION . ... 329



THE

GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

CHAPTER I

THE MILLIONAIRE AND THE WAITER

'

YES, sir ?
'

Jules, the celebrated head waiter of the Grand

Babylon, was bending formally towards the alert,

middle-aged man who had just entered the smok-

ing-room and dropped into a basket-chair in the

corner by the conservatory. It was 7.45 on a

particularly sultry June night, and dinner was about

to be served at the Grand Babylon. Men of all

sizes, ages, and nationalities, but every one alike

arrayed in faultless evening dress, were dotted

about the large, dim apartment. A faint odour of

flowers came from the conservatory, and the tinkle

of a fountain. The waiters, commanded by Jules,

moved softly across the thick Oriental rugs, balan-

cing their trays with the dexterity of jugglers, and
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receiving and executing orders with that air of pro-
found importance of which only really first-class

waiters have the secret. The atmosphere was an

atmosphere of serenity and repose, characteristic of

the Grand Babylon. It seemed impossible that

anything could occur to mar the peaceful, aristo-

cratic monotony of existence in that perfectly-

managed establishment. Yet on that night was to

happen the mightiest upheaval that the Grand

Babylon had ever known.
c

Yes, sir ?
'

repeated Jules, and this time there

was a shade of august disapproval in his voice : it

was not usual for him to have to address a customer

twice.

* Oh !

'

said the alert, middle-aged man, looking

up at length. Beautifully ignorant of the identity

of the great Jules, he allowed his grey eyes to

twinkle as he caught sight of the expression on the

waiter's face.
<

Bring me an Angel Kiss.'

c

Pardon, sir?'
c

Bring me an Angel Kiss, and be good enough
to lose no time.'

c If it's an American drink, I fear we don't

keep it, sir.' The voice of Jules fell icily distinct,

and several men glanced round uneasily, as if to

deprecate the slightest disturbance of their calm.

The appearance of the person to whom Jules was

speaking, however, reassured them somewhat, for
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he had all the look of that expert, the travelled

Englishman, who can differentiate between one

hotel and another by instinct, and who knows at

once where he may make a fuss with propriety,

and where it is advisable to behave exactly as at

the club. The Grand Babylon was a hotel in

whose smoking-room one behaved as though one

was at one's club.

c
I didn't suppose you did keep it, but you can

mix it, I guess, even in this hotel.'

c This isn't an American hotel, sir.' The cal-

culated insolence of the words was cleverly masked

beneath an accent of humble submission.

The alert, middle-aged man sat up straight,

and gazed placidly at Jules, who was pulling his

famous red side-whiskers.
c Get a liqueur glass,' he said, half curtly and

half with good-humoured tolerance,
c

pour into

it equal quantities of maraschino cream and crme
de menthe. Don't stir it ; don't shake it. Bring
it to me. And, I say, tell the bar-tender

'

c

Bar-tender, sir ?
'

c Tell the bar-tender to make a note of the

recipe, as I shall probably want an Angel Kiss

every evening before dinner so long as this weather

lasts/

*
I will send the drink to you, sir,' said Jules

distantly. That was his parting shot, by which

B 2
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he indicated that he was not as other waiters are,

and that any person who treated him with disre-

spect did so at his own peril.

A few minutes later, while the alert, middle-

aged man was tasting the Angel Kiss, Jules sat in

conclave with Miss Spencer, who had charge of the

bureau of the Grand Babylon. This bureau was

a fairly large chamber, with two sliding glass parti-

tions which overlooked the entrance-hall and the

smoking-room. Only a small portion of the

clerical work of the great hotel was performed
there. The place served chiefly as the lair of

Miss Spencer, who was as well known and as

important as Jules himself. Most modern hotels

have a male clerk to superintend the bureau.

But the Grand Babylon went its own way. Miss

Spencer had been bureau clerk almost since the

Grand Babylon had first raised its massive chimneys
to heaven, and she remained in her place despite

the vagaries of other hotels. Always admirably
dressed in plain black silk, with a small diamond

brooch, immaculate wristbands, and frizzed yellow

hair, she looked now just as she had looked an

indefinite number of years ago. Her age none

knew it, save herself and perhaps one other, and

none cared. The gracious and alluring contours

of her figure were irreproachable ; and in the

evenings she was a useful ornament of which any
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hotel might be innocently proud. Her knowledge
of Bradshaw, of steamship services, and the pro-

grammes of theatres and music-halls was unri-

valled ; yet she never travelled, she never went

to a theatre or a music-hall. She seemed to spend
the whole of her life in that official lair of hers,

imparting information to guests, telephoning to

the various departments, or engaged in intimate

conversations with her special friends on the staff,

as at present.
c Who's Number 107 ?

*

Jules asked this black-

robed lady.

Miss Spencer examined her ledgers.
* Mr. Theodore Racksole, New York.'
c
I thought he must be a New Yorker/ said

Jules, after a brief, significant pause,
c but he talks

as good English as you or me. Says he wants

an "
Angel Kiss

"
maraschino and cream, if you

please every night. I'll see he doesn't stop here

too long.'

Miss Spencer smiled grimly in response. The
notion of referring to Theodore Racksole as c a

New Yorker
'

appealed to her sense of humour,
a sense* in which she was not entirely deficient.

She knew, of course, and she knew that Jules

knew, that this Theodore Racksole must be the

unique and only Theodore Racksole, the third

richest man in the United States, and therefore
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probably in the world. Nevertheless she ranged
herself at once on the side of Jules. Just as there

was only one Racksole, so there was only one

Jules, and Miss Spencer instinctively shared the

latter's indignation at the spectacle of any person

whatsoever, millionaire or Emperor, presuming to

demand an c

Angel Kiss/ that unrespectable con-

coction of maraschino and cream, within the

precincts of the Grand Babylon. In the world of

hotels it was currently stated that, next to the

proprietor, there were three gods at the Grand

Babylon Jules, the head waiter, Miss Spencer,

and, most powerful of all, Rocco, the renowned

chef, who earned two thousand a year, and had

a chalet on the Lake of Lucerne. All the great

hotels in Northumberland Avenue and on the

Thames Embankment had tried to get Rocco

away from the Grand Babylon, but without suc-

cess. Rocco was well aware that even he could rise

no higher than the maltre d'hotel of the Grand

Babylon, which, though it never advertised itself,

and didn't belong to a limited company, stood an

easy first among the hotels of Europe first in

expensiveness, first in exclusiveness, first in that

mysterious quality known as c

style.'

Situated on the Embankment, the Grand

Babylon, despite its noble proportions, was some-

what dwarfed by several colossal neighbours. It
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had but three hundred and fifty rooms, whereas

there are two hotels within a quarter of a mile

with six hundred and four hundred rooms respec-

tively. On the other hand, the Grand Babylon
was the only hotel in London with a genuine

separate entrance for Royal visitors constantly in

use. The Grand Babylon counted that day wasted

on which it did not entertain, at the lowest, a

German prince or the Maharajah of some Indian

State. When Felix Babylon after whom, and

not with any reference to London's nickname, the

hotel was christened when Felix Babylon founded

the hotel in 1869 he had set himself to cater for

Royalty, and that was the secret of his triumphant
eminence. The son of a rich Swiss hotel pro-

prietor and financier, he had contrived to establish

a connection with the officials of several European
Courts, and he had not spared money in that

respect. Sundry kings and not a few princesses
called him Felix, and spoke familiarly of the hotel

as * Felix's
'

; and Felix had found that this was

very good for trade. The Grand Babylon was

managed accordingly. The c note' of its policy
was discretion, always discretion, and quietude,

simplicity, remoteness. The place was like a

palace incognito. There was no gold sign over

the roof, not even an explanatory word at the

entrance. You walked down a small side street
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off the Strand, you saw a plain brown building in

front of you, with two mahogany swing doors, and

an official behind each ; the doors opened

noiselessly ; you entered ; you were in Felix's.

If you meant to be a guest, you, or your courier,

gave your card to Miss Spencer. Upon no con-

sideration did you ask for the tariff. It was not

good form to mention prices at the Grand Babylon;
the prices were enormous, but you never mentioned

them. At the conclusion of your stay a bill was

presented, brief and void of dry details, and you

paid it without a word. You met with a stately

civility, that was all. No one had originally asked

you to come
;
no one expressed the hope that you

would come again. The Grand Babylon was far

above such manoeuvres ; it defied competition by

ignoring it ; and consequently was nearly always
full during the season.

If there was one thing more than another that

annoyed the Grand Babylon put its back up, so

to speak it was to be compared with, or to be

mistaken for, an American hotel. The Grand

Babylon was resolutely opposed to American

methods of eating, drinking, and lodging but

especially American methods of drinking. The
resentment of Jules, on being requested to supply
Mr. Theodore Racksole with an Angel Kiss will

therefore be appreciated.
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c

Anybody with Mr. Theodore Racksole ?
'

asked Jules, continuing his conversation with Miss

Spencer. He put a scornful stress on every

syllable of the guest's name.
c Miss Racksole she's in No. in.'

Jules paused, and stroked his left whisker as

it lay on his gleaming white collar.

< She's where ?
'

he queried, with a peculiar

emphasis.
c No. in. I couldn't help it. There was

no other room with a bath-room and dressing-

room on that floor.' Miss Spencer's voice had an

appealing tone of excuse.
< Why didn't you tell Mr. Theodore Racksole

and Miss Racksole that we were unable to accom-

modate them ?
'

c Because Babs was within hearing.'

Only three people in the wide world ever

dreamt of applying to Mr. Felix Babylon the

playful but mean abbreviation Babs : those three

were Jules, Miss Spencer, and Rocco. Jules had

invented it. No one but he would have had

either the wit or the audacity to do so.

' You'd better see that Miss Racksole changes
her room to-night,' Jules said after another pause.
< Leave it to me : I'll fix it. Au revoir ! It's

three minutes to eight. I shall take charge of

the dining-room myself to-night.' And Jules
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departed, rubbing his fine white hands slowly and

meditatively. It was a trick of his, to rub his

hands with a strange, roundabout motion, and the

action denoted that some unusual excitement was

in the air.

At eight o'clock precisely dinner was served in

the immense salle a manger, that chaste yet splendid

apartment of white and gold. At a small table

near one of the windows a young lady sat alone.

Her frock said Paris, but her face unmistakably
said New York. It was a self-possessed and

bewitching face, the face of a woman thoroughly
accustomed to doing exactly what she liked, when
she liked, how she liked : the face of a woman
who had taught hundreds of gilded young men
the true art of fetching and carrying, and who,

by twenty years or so of parental spoiling, had

come to regard herself as the feminine equivalent
of the Tsar of All the Russias. Such women are

only made in America, and they only come to their

full bloom in Europe, which they imagine to be a

continent created by Providence for their diver-

sion.

The young lady by the window glanced dis-

approvingly at the menu card. Then she looked

round the dining-room, and, while admiring the

diners, decided that the room itself was rather

small and plain. Then she gazed through the
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open window, and told herself that though the

Thames by twilight was passable enough, it was

by no means level with the Hudson, on whose

shores her father had a hundred thousand dollar

country cottage. Then she returned to the menu,
and with a pursing of lovely lips said that there

appeared to be nothing to eat.

c

Sorry to keep you waiting, Nella.' It was

Mr. Racksole, the intrepid millionaire who had

dared to order an Angel Kiss in the smoke-room

of the Grand Babylon. Nella her proper name
was Helen smiled at her parent cautiously, re-

serving to herself the right to scold if she should

feel so inclined.

c You always are late, father,' she said.

'Only on a holiday,' he added. 'What is

there to eat ?
'

Nothing.'
c Then let's have it. I'm hungry. I'm never

so hungry as when I'm being seriously idle.'

c Consommd Britannia, she began to read out

from the menu,
c Saumon d'Ecosse, Sauce Gdnoisey

Aspics de Homard. Oh, heavens ! Who wants

these horrid messes on a night like this ?
'

c

But, Nella, this is the best cooking in

Europe,' he protested.
c

Say, father,' she said, with seeming irrelevance,
c had you forgotten it's my birthday to-morrow ?

'
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c Have I ever fogotten your birthday, O
most costly daughter ?

'

c On the whole you've been a most satisfactory

dad,* she answered sweetly,
c and to reward you

I'll be content this year with the cheapest birthday
treat you ever gave me. Only I'll have it to-night.'

c

Well,' he said, with the long-suffering patience,

the readiness for any surprise, of a parent whom
Nella had thoroughly trained,

c what is it ?
'

'It's this. Let's have filleted steak and a

bottle of Bass for dinner to-night. It will be

simply exquisite. I shall love it.'

c

But, my dear Nella,' he exclaimed,
c steak

and beer at Felix's ! It's impossible ! Moreover,

young women still under twenty-three cannot be

permitted to drink Bass/
c
I said steak and Bass, and as for being twenty-

three, I shall be going in twenty-four to-morrow.'

Miss Racksole set her small white teeth.

There was a gentle cough. Jules stood over

them. It must have been out of a pure spirit of

adventure that he had selected this table for his

own services. Usually Jules did not personally

wait at dinner. He merely hovered observant,

like a captain on the bridge during the mate's

watch. Regular frequenters of the hotel felt

themselves honoured when Jules attached himself

to their tables.
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Theodore Racksole hesitated one second, and

then issued the order with a fine air of careless-

ness :

* Filleted steak for two, and a bottle of Bass.*

It was the bravest act of Theodore Racksole's

life, and yet at more than one previous crisis a

high courage had not been lacking to him.
c
It's not in the menu, sir,' said Jules the im-

perturbable.
c Never mind. Get it. We want it.'

c

Very good, sir.'

Jules walked to the service-door, and, merely

affecting to look behind, came immediately back

again.
c Mr. Rocco's compliments, sir, and he regrets

to be unable to serve steak and Bass to-night, sir.'

* Mr. Rocco ?
'

questioned Racksole lightly.
c Mr. Rocco,' repeated Jules with firmness.
c And who is Mr. Rocco ?

'

c Mr. Rocco is our chef, sir.' Jules had the

expression of a man who is asked to explain who

Shakspere was.

The two men looked at each other. It seemed

incredible that Theodore Racksole, the ineffable

Racksole, who owned a thousand miles of railway,

several towns, and sixty votes in Congress, should

be defied by a waiter, or even by a whole hotel.

Yet so it was. When Europe's effete back is
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against the wall not a regiment of millionaires can

turn its flank. Jules had the calm expression of

a strong man sure of victory. His face said :

* You beat me once, but not this time, my New
York friend !

'

As for Nella, knowing her father, she foresaw

interesting events, and waited confidently for the

steak. She did not feel hungry, and she could

afford to wait.

c Excuse me a moment, Nella,' said Theodore

Racksole quietly,
c
I shall be back in about two

seconds,' and he strode out of the salle a manger.
No one in the room recognised the millionaire, for

he was unknown to London, this being his first

visit to Europe for over twenty years. Had any-
one done so, and caught the expression on his face,

that man might have trembled for an explosion
which should have blown the entire Grand Babylon
into the Thames. Jules retired strategically to a

corner. He had fired ; it was the antagonist's

turn. A long and varied experience had taught

Jules that a guest who embarks on the subjugation
of a waiter is almost always lost

; the waiter has

so many advantages in such a contest.



CHAPTER II

HOW MR. RACKSOLE OBTAINED HIS DINNER

NEVERTHELESS, there are men with a confirmed

habit of getting their own way, even as guests in

an exclusive hotel : and Theodore Racksole had

long since fallen into that useful practice except

when his only daughter Helen, motherless but

high-spirited girl, chose to think that his way
crossed hers, in which case Theodore capitulated

and fell back. But when Theodore and his

daughter happened to be going one and the same

road, which was pretty often, then Heaven alone

might help any obstacle that was so ill-advised as

to stand in their path. Jules, great and observant

man though he was, had not noticed the terrible

projecting chins of both father and daughter,

otherwise it is possible he would have reconsidered

the question of the steak and Bass.

Theodore Racksole went direct to the entrance-

hall of the hotel, and entered Miss Spencer's

sanctum.
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c
I want to see Mr. Babylon/ he said,

c with-

out the delay of an instant.'

Miss Spencer leisurely raised her flaxen head.
*
I am afraid ,' she began the usual formula.

It was part of her daily duty to discourage guests
who desired to see Mr. Babylon.

<

No, no,' said Racksole quickly,
*
I don't want

any
" I'm afraids." This is business. Ifyou had

been the ordinary hotel clerk I should have slipped
a couple of sovereigns into your hand, and the

thing would have been done. As you are not

as you are obviously above bribes I merely say to

you, I must see Mr. Babylon at once on an affair

of the utmost urgency. My name is Racksole

Theodore Racksole.'
c Of New York ?

'

questioned a voice at the

door, with a slight foreign accent.

The millionaire turned sharply, and saw a

rather short, French-looking man, with a bald head,

a grey beard, a long and perfectly-built frock coat,

eye-glasses attached to a minute silver chain, and

blue eyes that seemed to have the transparent

innocence of a maid's.
c There is only one,' said Theodore Racksole

succinctly.
c You wish to see me ?

'

the new-comer

suggested.
< You are Mr. Felix Babylon ?

'
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The man bowed.
* At this moment I wish to see you more than

anyone else in the world/ said Racksole. c
I am

consumed and burnt up with a desire to see you,
Mr. Babylon. I only want a few minutes' quiet

chat. I fancy I can settle my business in that time.'

With a gesture Mr. Babylon invited the

millionaire down a side corridor, at the end of

which was Mr. Babylon's private room, a miracle

of Louis XV. furniture and tapestry : like most

unmarried men with large incomes, Mr. Babylon
had c tastes

'

of a highly expensive sort.

The landlord and his guest sat down opposite

each other. Theodore Racksole had met with the

usual millionaire's luck in this adventure, for Mr.

Babylon made a practice of not allowing himself

to be interviewed by his guests, however dis-

tinguished, however wealthy, however pertinacious.

If he had not chanced to enter Miss Spencer's
office at that precise moment, and if he had not

been impressed in a somewhat peculiar way by the

physiognomy of the millionaire, not all Mr.

Racksole's American energy and ingenuity would

have availed for a confabulation with the owner of

the Grand Babylon Hotel that night. Theodore

Racksole, however, was ignorant that a mere acci-

dent had served him. He took all the credit to

himself.
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c
I read in the New York papers some months

ago,' Theodore started, without even a clearing of

the throat,
c that this hotel of yours, Mr. Babylon,

was to be sold to a limited company, but it

appears that the sale was not carried out.'
c
It was not,' answered Mr. Babylon frankly,

* and the reason was that the middle-men between

the proposed company and myselfwished to make
a large secret profit, and I declined to be a party
to such a profit. They were firm ; I was firm ;

and so the affair came to nothing.'
c The agreed price was satisfactory ?

'

<
Quite.'

c

May I ask what the price was ?
'

c Are you a buyer, Mr. Racksole ?
'

c Are you a seller, Mr. Babylon ?
*

c
I am,' said Babylon,

( on terms.
' The price

was four hundred thousand pounds, including the

leasehold and goodwill. But I sell only on the

condition that the buyer does not transfer the

property to a limited company at a higher figure.'
*
I will put one question to you, Mr. Babylon,'

said the millionaire.
c What have your profits

averaged during the last four years ?
'

c

Thirty-four thousand pounds per annum.'
c
I buy,' said Theodore Racksole, smiling con-

tentedly ;

c and we will, if you please, exchange
contract-letters on the spot.'
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c You come quickly to a resolution, Mr.

Racksole. But perhaps you have been consider-

ing this question for a long time ?
'

'On the contrary/ Racksole looked at his

watch,
c
I have been considering it for just six

minutes.
1

Felix Babylon bowed, as one thoroughly
accustomed to every eccentricity of wealth.

c The beauty of being well-known,' Racksole

continued,
c
is that you needn't trouble about pre-

liminary explanations. You, Mr. Babylon, prob-

ably know all about me. I know a good deal

about you. We can take each other for granted
without reference. Really, it is as simple to buy
a hotel or a railroad as it is to buy a watch, pro-

vided one is equal to the transaction/
c

Precisely,' agreed Mr. Babylon smiling.
( Shall we draw up the little informal contract ?

There are details to be thought of. But it occurs

to me that you cannot have dined yet, and might

prefer to deal with minor questions after dinner.'

c
1 have not dined,' said the millionaire, with

emphasis,
c and in that connection will you do me

a favour ? Will you send for Mr. Rocco ?
'

c You wish to see him, naturally.'
c
I do,' said the millionaire, and added,

< about

my dinner.'
c Rocco is a great man,' murmured Mr. Babylon

c 2
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as he touched the bell, ignoring the last words.
c My compliments to Mr. Rocco,' he said to the

page who answered his summons,
c and if it is

quite convenient I should be glad to see him here

for a moment.'
c What do you give Rocco ?

'

Racksole

inquired.
c Two thousand a year and the treatment of an

Ambassador.'
*
I shall give him the treatment of an Ambas-

sador and three thousand.'
c You will be wise,' said Felix Babylon.
At that moment Rocco came into the room,

.very softly a man of forty, thin, with long, thin

hands, and an inordinately long brown silky

moustache.
c

Rocco,' said Felix Babylon,
c
let me introduce

Mr. Theodore Racksole, of New York.'
c

Sharmed,' said Rocco bowing.
c Ze ze, vat

you call it, millionaire ?
'

'Exactly,' Racksole put in, and continued

quickly :
c Mr. Rocco, I wish to acquaint you

before any other person with the fact that I have

purchased the Grand Babylon Hotel. If you
think well to afford me the privilege of retaining

your services I shall be happy to offer you a

remuneration of three thousand a year.'
c

Tree, you said ?
'
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' Three/
* Sharmed.'

'And now, Mr. Rocco, will you oblige me

very much by ordering a plain beefsteak and a

bottle of Bass to be served by Jules I particu-

larly desire Jules at table No. 17 in the dining-

room, in ten minutes from now ? And will

you do me the honour of lunching with me
to-morrow ?

'

Mr. Rocco gasped, bowed, muttered something
in French, and departed.

Five minutes later the buyer and seller of the

Grand Babylon Hotel had each signed a curt

document, scribbled out on the hotel note-paper.
Felix Babylon asked no questions, and it was this

heroic absence of curiosity, of surprise on his part,

that more than anything else impressed Theodore

Racksole. How many hotel proprietors in the

world, Racksole asked himself, would have let

that beefsteak and Bass go by without a word of

comment.
c From what date do you wish the purchase to

take effect ?
'

asked Babylon.
c

Oh,' said Racksole lightly,
c
it doesn't matter.

Shall we say from to-night ?
'

c As you will. I have long wished to retire.

And now that the moment has come and so

dramatically I am ready. I shall return to
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Switzerland. One cannot spend much money
there, but it is my native land. I shall be the

richest man in Switzerland.
1 He smiled with a

kind of sad amusement.
c
I suppose you are fairly well off ?

'

said

Racksole, in that easy familiar style of his, as

though the idea had just occurred to him.
c Besides what I shall receive from you, I have

half a million invested.'
c Then you will be nearly a millionaire ?

'

Felix Babylon nodded.
C
I congratulate you, my dear sir,' said Rack-

sole, in the tone of a judge addressing a newly-
admitted barrister. c Nine hundred thousand

pounds, expressed in francs, will sound very nice

in Switzerland.'
' Of course to you, Mr. Racksole, such a sum

would be poverty. Now if one might guess at

your own wealth ?
'

Felix Babylon was imitating
the other's freedom.

c
I do not know, to five millions or so, what I

am worth,' said Racksole, with sincerity, his tone

indicating that he would have been glad to give
the information if it were in his power.

* You have had anxieties, Mr. Racksole ?
'

c
Still have them. I am now holiday-making

in London with my daughter in order to get rid

of them for a time.'
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c Is the purchase of hotels your notion of

relaxation, then ?
'

Racksole shrugged his shoulders. c It is a

change from railroads,' he laughed.
c

Ah, my friend, you little know what you
have bought.'

* Oh ! yes I do,' returned Racksole ;
c
I have

bought just the first hotel in the world.'
c That is true, that is true,' Babylon admitted,

gazing meditatively at the antique Persian carpet.
c There is nothing, anywhere, like my hotel. But

you will regret the purchase, Mr. Racksole. It is

no business of mine, of course, but I cannot help

repeating that you will regret the purchase.'
C I never regret.'
c Then you will begin very soon perhaps

to-night.'
4 Why do you say that ?

'

c Because the Grand Babylon is the Grand

Babylon. You think because you control a rail-

road, or an ironworks, or a line of steamers,

therefore you can control anything. But no. Not

the Grand Babylon. There is something about

the Grand Babylon
' He threw up his hands.

c Servants rob you, of course.'

'Of course. I suppose I lose a hundred

pounds a week in that way. But it is not that I

mean. It is the guests. The guests are too too
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distinguished. The great Ambassadors, the great

financiers, the great nobles, all the men that

move the world, put up under my roof. London
is the centre of everything, and my hotel your
hotel is the centre of London. Once I had a

King and a Dowager Empress staying here at the

same time. Imagine that !

'

c A great honour, Mr. Babylon. But wherein

lies the difficulty ?
'

c Mr. Racksole,' was the grim reply,
c what

has become of your shrewdness that shrewdness

which has made your fortune so immense that

even you cannot calculate it ? Do you not per-
ceive that the roof which habitually shelters all

the force, all the authority of the world, must

necessarily also shelter nameless and numberless

plotters, schemers, evil-doers, and workers of

mischief? The thing is as clear as day and as

dark as night. Mr. Racksole, I never know by
whom I am surrounded. I never know what is

going forward. Only sometimes I get hints,

glimpses of strange acts and strange secrets. You
mentioned my servants. They are almost all good
servants, skilled, competent. But what are they
besides ? For anything I know my fourth sub-

chef may be an agent of some European Govern-

ment. For anything I know my invaluable Miss

Spencer may be in the pay of a court dressmaker
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or a Frankfort banker. Even Rocco may be

someone else in addition to Rocco.'
c That makes it all the more interesting/ re-

marked Theodore Racksole.

c What a long time you have been, father/ said

Nella, when he returned to table No. 17 in the

salle a manger.
c

Only twenty minutes, my dove.'

'But you said two seconds. There is a

difference.'

c

Well, you see, I had to wait for the steak to

cook/
c Did you have much trouble in getting my

birthday treat ?
'

'No trouble. But it didn't come quite as

cheap as you said.'

4 What do you mean, father ?
'

<

Only that I've bought the entire hotel. But

don't split.'
c

Father, you always were a delicious parent.

Shall you give me the hotel for a birthday

present ?
'

c No. I shall run it as an amusement. By
the way, who is that chair for ?

' He noticed that

a third cover had been laid at the table.

* That is for a friend of mine who came in about
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five minutes ago. Of course I told him he must

share our steak. He'll be here in a moment.'
*

May I respectfully inquire his name ?
'

1 Dimmock Christian name Reginald ; pro-

fession, English companion to Prince Aribert of

Posen. I met him when I was in St. Petersburg
with cousin Hetty last fall. Oh ; here he is.

Mr. Dimmock, this is my dear father. He has

succeeded with the steak.'

Theodore Racksole found himself confronted

by a very young man, with deep black eyes, and

a fresh, boyish expression. They began to talk.

Jules approached with the steak. Racksole

tried to catch the waiter's eye, but could not. The
dinner proceeded.

c
Oh, father !

'

cried Nella,
c what a lot of

mustard you have taken !

'

* Have I ?
'

he said, and then he happened to

glance into a mirror on his left hand between two

windows. He saw the reflection of Jules, who
stood behind his chair, and he saw Jules give a

slow, significant, ominous wink to Mr. Dimmock
Christian name, Reginald.
He examined his mustard in silence. He

thought that perhaps he had helped himselfrather

plenteously to mustard.



CHAPTER III

AT THREE A.M.

MR. REGINALD DIMMOCK proved himself, despite

his extreme youth, to be a man of the world and

of experiences, and a practised talker. Conversa-

tion between him and Nella Racksole seemed

never to flag. They chattered about St. Peters-

burg, and the ice on the Neva, and the tenor at

the opera who had been exiled to Siberia, and the

quality of Russian tea, and the sweetness of

Russian champagne, and various other aspects of

Muscovite existence. Russia exhausted, Nella

lightly outlined her own doings since she had met

the young man in the Tsar's capital, and this

recital brought the topic round to London, where

it stayed till the final piece of steak was eaten.

Theodore Racksole noticed that Mr. Dimmock

gave very meagre information about his own

movements, either past or future. He regarded
the youth as a typical hanger-on of Courts, and

wondered how he had obtained his post of com-

panion to Prince Aribert of Posen, and who Prince
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Aribert of Posen might be. The millionaire

thought he had once heard of Posen, but he

wasn't sure ; he rather fancied it was one of those

small nondescript German States of which five-

sixths of the subjects are Palace officials, and the

rest charcoal-burners or innkeepers. Until the

meal was nearly over, Racksole said little perhaps
his thoughts were too busy with Jules' wink to

Mr. Dimmock ; but when ices had been followed

by coffee, he decided that it might be as well, in

the interests of the hotel, to discover something
about his daughter's friend. He never for an

instant questioned her right to possess her own
friends

; he had always left her in the most amaz-

ing liberty, relying on her inherited good sense to

keep her out of mischief ; but, quite apart from

the wink, he was struck by Nella's attitude towards

Mr. Dimmock, an attitude in which an amiable

scorn was blended with an evident desire to propi-
tiate and please.

< Nella tells me, Mr. Dimmock, that you hold

a confidential position with Prince Aribert of

Posen,' said Racksole. c You will pardon an

American's ignorance, but is Prince Aribert a

reigning Prince what, I believe, you call in

Europe, a Prince Regnant ?

c His Highness is not a reigning Prince, nor

ever likely to be,' answered Dimmock. 'The
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Grand Ducal Throne of Posen is occupied by his

Highnesses nephew, the Grand Duke Eugen.'
c

Nephew ?
'

cried Nella with astonishment.
1 Why not, dear lady ?

'

c But Prince Aribert is surely very young ?
'

c The Prince, by one of those vagaries ofchance

which occur sometimes in the history of families,

is precisely the same age as the Grand Duke. The
late Grand Duke's father was twice married.

Hence this youthfulness on the part of an uncle.'

c How delicious to be the uncle of some one as

old as yourself! But I suppose it is no fun for

Prince Aribert. I suppose he has to be fright-

fully respectful and obedient, and all that, to his

nephew ?
'

c The Grand Duke and my Serene master are

like brothers. At present, of course, Princ.e

Aribert is nominally heir to the throne, but

as no doubt you are aware, the Grand Duke
will shortly marry a near relative of the Emperor's,
and should there be a family

'

Mr. Dimmock

stopped and shrugged his straight shoulders.
c The Grand Duke,' he went on, without finishing

the last sentence,
c would much prefer Prince

Aribert to be his successor. He really doesn't

want to marry. Between ourselves, strictly

between ourselves, he regards marriage as rather^

a bore. But, of course, being a German Grand
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Duke, he is bound to marry. He owes it to his

country, to Posen.'
' How large is Posen ?

'

asked Racksole bluntly-
e

Father/ Nella interposed laughing,
c

you
shouldn't ask such inconvenient questions. You

ought to have guessed that it isn't etiquette to

inquire about the size of a German Dukedom.'
c
I am sure,' said Dimmock, with a polite

smile,
c that the Grand Duke is as much amused as

anyone at the size of his territory. I forget the

exact acreage, but I remember that once Prince

Aribert and myself walked across it and back again
in a single day.'

c Then the Grand Duke cannot travel very far

within his own dominions ? You may say that

the sun does set on his empire ?
'

It does,' said Dimmock.
c Unless the weather is cloudy,' Nella put in.

c ls the Grand Duke content always to stay at

home ?
'

' On the contrary, he is a great traveller, much
more so than Prince Aribert. I may tell you, what
no one knows at present, outside this hotel, that

his Royal Highness the Grand Duke, with a small

suite, will be here to-morrow.'
c In London ?

'

asked Nella.

<Yes.'
c In this hotel?'
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<Yes/
c Oh ! How lovely !

'

' That is why your humble servant is here to-

night a sort of advance guard/
c But I understood/ Racksole said,

' that you
were er attached to Prince Aribert, the uncle/

*I am. Prince Aribert will also be here.

The Grand Duke and the Prince have business

about important investments connected with the

Grand Duke's marriage settlement. ... In the

highest quarters, you understand/
* For so discreet a person/ thought Racksole,

c

you are fairly communicative/ Then he said

aloud :
c Shall we go out on the terrace ?

'

As they crossed the dining-room Jules

stopped Mr. Dimmock and handed him a letter.

*
Just come, sir, by messenger/ said Jules.

Nella dropped behind for a second with her

father.

c Leave me alone with this boy a little there's

a dear parent/ she whispered in his ear.

c
I am a mere cypher, an obedient nobody/

Racksole replied, pinching her arm surreptitiously.
' Treat me as such. Use me as you like. I will

go and look after my hotel/ And soon afterwards

he disappeared.
Nella and Mr. Dimmock sat together on the

terrace, sipping iced drinks. They made a hand-
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some couple, bowered amid plants which blossomed

at the command of a Chelsea wholesale florist.

People who passed by remarked privately that from

the look ofthings there was the beginning of a ro-

mance in that conversation. Perhaps there was, but

a more intimate acquaintance with the character of

Nella Racksolewould havebeen necessary in order to

predict what precise form that romance would take.

Jules himself served the liquids, and at ten

o'clock he brought another note. Entreating a

thousand pardons, Reginald Dimmock, after he

had glanced at the note, excused himself on the

plea of urgent business for his Serene master,
uncle of the Grand Duke of Posen. He asked

if he might fetch Mr. Racksole, or escort Miss

Racksole to her father. But Miss Racksole said

gaily that she felt no need of an escort, and should

go to bed. She added that her father and herself

always endeavoured to be independent ofeach other.

Just then Theodore Racksole had found his

way once more into Mr. Babylon's private room.

Before arriving there, however, he had discovered

that in some mysterious manner the news of the

change ofproprietorship had worked its way down
to the lowest strata of the hotel's cosmos. The
-corridors hummed with it, and even under-servants

were to be seen discussing the thing, just as though
it mattered to them.
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' Have a cigar, Mr. Racksole,' said the urbane

Mr. Babylon,
* and a mouthful of the oldest

cognac in all Europe.'
In a few minutes these two were talking

eagerly, rapidly. Felix Babylon was astonished

at RacksoleY capacity for absorbing the details of

hotel management. And as for Racksole he soon

realised that Felix Babylon must be a prince of

hotel managers. It had never occurred to Rack-

sole before that to manage a hotel, even a large

hotel, could be a specially interesting affair, or that

it could make any excessive demands upon the

brains of the manager ; but he came to see that he

had under-rated the possibilities of a hotel. The
business of the Grand Babylon was enormous. It

took Racksole, with all his genius for organisation,

exactly half an hour to master the details of the

hotel laundry-work. And the laundry-work was

but one branch of activity amid scores, and not a

verylarge one at that. The machinery of checking

supplies, and of establishing a mean ratio between

the raw stuff received in the kitchen and the

number of meals served in the salle a manger and

the private rooms, was very complicated and

delicate. When RacksoJe had grasped it,

he at once suggested some improvements, and

this led to a long theoretical discussion, and the

discussion led to digressions, and then Felix

D
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Babylon, in a moment of absent-mindedness,

yawned.
Racksole looked at the gilt clock on the high

mantelpiece.
c Great Scott !

'

he said.
c
It's three o'clock.

Mr. Babylon, accept my apologies for having

kept you up to such an absurd hour.'

4
1 have not spent so pleasant an evening for

many years. You have let me ride my hobby to

my heart's content. It is I who should apologise.'

Racksole rose.

c
I should like to ask you one question,' said

Babylon. 'Have you ever had anything to do with

hotels before ?
'

c

Never,' said Racksole.
c Then you have missed your vocation. You

could have been the greatest of all hotel-managers.
You would have been greater than me, and I am

unequalled, though I keep only one hotel, and

some men have half a dozen. Mr. Racksole, why
have you never run a hotel ?'

c Heaven knows,' he laughed,
c but you flatter

me, Mr. Babylon.'
c
I ? Flatter ? You do not know me. I

flatter no one, except, perhaps, now and then an

exceptionally distinguished guest. In which case

I give suitable instructions as to the bill.'

c

Speaking of distinguished guests, I am told
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that a couple of German princes are coming here

to-morrow/
c That is so.'

c Does one do anything ? Does one receive

them formally stand bowing in the entrance-hall,

or anything of that sort ?
*

c Not necessarily. Not unless one wishes.

The modern hotel proprietor is not like an inn-

keeper of the Middle Ages, and even princes do

not expect to see him unless something should

happen to go wrong. As a matter of fact, though
the Grand Duke of Posen and Prince Aribert have

both honoured me by staying here before, I have

never even set eyes on them. You will find all

arrangements have been made.'

They talked a little longer, and then Racksole

said good-night.
c Let me see you to your room. The lifts

will be closed and the place will be deserted. As
for myself, I sleep here/ and Mr. Babylon pointed
to an inner door.

c

No, thanks/ said Racksole
;

c
let me explore

my own hotel unaccompanied. I believe I can

discover my room.'

When he got fairly into the passages, Racksole

was not so sure that he could discover his own
room. The number was 107, but he had for-

gotten whether it was on the first or second floor.

D 2
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Travelling in a lift, one is unconscious of floors.

He passed several lift-doorways, but he could see

no glint of a staircase ;
in all self-respecting hotels

staircases have gone out of fashion, and though
hotel architects still continue, for old sake's sake,

to build staircases, they are tucked away in remote

corners where their presence is not likely to offend

the eye of a spoiled and cosmopolitan public.

The hotel seemed vast, uncanny, deserted.

An electric light glowed here and there at long
intervals. On the thick carpets, Racksole's thinly-

shod feet made no sound, and he wandered at

ease to and fro, rather amused, rather struck by
the peculiar sense of night and mystery which had

suddenly come over him. He fancied he could

hear a thousand snores peacefully descending from

the upper realms. At length he found a staircase,

a very dark and narrow one, and presently he was

on the first floor. He soon discovered that the

numbers of the rooms on this floor did not get

beyond seventy. He encountered another stair-

case and ascended to the second floor. By the

decoration of the walls he recognised this floor as

his proper home, and as he strolled through the

long corridor he whistled a low, meditative whistle

of satisfaction. He thought he heard a step in the

transverse corridor, and instinctively he obliterated

himself in a recess which held a service-cabinet
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and a chair. He did hear a step. Peeping

cautiously out, he perceived, what he had not

perceived previously, that a piece of white ribbon

had been tied round the handle of the door of

one of the bedrooms. Then a man came round

the corner of the transverse corridor, and Racksole

drew back. It was Jules Jules with his hands

in his pockets and a slouch hat over his eyes, but

in other respects attired as usual.

Racksole, at that instant, remembered with a

special vividnesswhat Felix Babylon had said to him

at their first interview. He wished he had brought
his revolver. He didn't know why he should

feel the desirability of a revolver in a London

hotel of the most unimpeachable fair fame, but he

did feel the desirability of such an instrument of

attack and defence. He privately decided that if

Jules went past his recess he would take him by
the throat and in that attitude put a few plain

questions to this highly dubious waiter. But

Jules had stopped. The millionaire made another

cautious observation. Jules, with infinite gentle-

ness, was turning the handle of the door to which

the white ribbon was attached. The door slowly

yielded and Jules disappeared within the room.

After a brief interval, the night-prowling Jules

reappeared, closed the door as softly as he had

opened it, removed the ribbon, returned upon
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his steps, and vanished down the transverse

corridor.

' This is quaint/ said Racksole
;

c

quaint to a

degree !

'

It occurred to him to look at the number of

the room, and he stole towards it.

c

Well, I'm d d !

'

he murmured wonder-

ingly.

The number was in, his daughter's room !

He tried to open it, but the door was locked.

Rushing to his own room, No. 107, he seized one

of a pair of revolvers (the kind that are made for

millionaires) and followed after Jules down the

transverse corridor. At the end of this corridor

was a window ; the window was open ;
and Jules

was innocently gazing out of the window. Ten
silent strides, and Theodore Racksole was upon
him.

c One word, my friend,' the millionaire began,

carelessly waving the revolver in the air. Jules

was indubitably startled, but by an admirable

exercise of self-control he recovered possession
of his faculties in a second.

< Sir ?
'

said Jules.
c
I just want to be informed what the deuce

you were doing in No. 1 1 1 a moment ago.'
<
I had been requested to go there/ was the

calm response.



AT THREE A.M. 39

c You are a liar, and not a very clever one.

That is my daughter's room. Now out with it,

before I decide whether to shoot you or throw

you into the street/

c Excuse me, sir, No. 1 1 1 is occupied by a

gentleman.'
c
I advise you that it is a serious error ofjudg-

ment to contradict me, my friend. Don't do it

again. We will go to the room together, and you
shall prove that the occupant is a gentleman, and

not my daughter.'
*

Impossible, sir,' said Jules.
c

Scarcely that,' said Racksole, and he took

Jules by the sleeve. The millionaire knew for a

certainty that Nella occupied No. in, for he

had examined the room with her, and himself

seen that her trunks and her maid and herself

had arrived there in safety.
c Now open the

door,' whispered Racksole, when they reached

No. in.
c
I must knock.'

c That is just what you mustn't do. Open it.

No doubt you have your pass-key.'

Confronted by the revolver, Jules readily

obeyed, yet with a deprecatory gesture, as though
he would not be responsible for this outrage

against the decorum of hotel life. Racksole

entered. The room was brilliantly lighted.
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<A visitor, who insists on seeing you, sir,'

said Jules, and fled.

Mr. Reginald Dimmock, still in evening dress,

and smoking a cigarette, rose hurriedly from a

table.

'Hello, my dear Mr. Racksole, this is an

unexpected ah pleasure.'

Where is my daughter ? This is her room.'

c Did I catch what you said, Mr. Racksole ?
'

I ventured to remark that this is Miss Rack-

sole's room.'
' My good sir,' answered Dimmock,

c

you
must be mad to dream of such a thing. Only my
respect for your daughter prevents me from

expelling you forcibly, for such an extraordinary

suggestion.'

A small spot half-way down the bridge of the

millionaire's nose turned suddenly white.

c With your permission,' he said in a low calm

voice,
'
I will examine the dressing-room and the

bath-room.'

'Just listen to me a moment,' Dimmock

urged, in a milder tone.
c
I'll listen to you afterwards, my young friend,'

said Racksole, and he proceeded to search the

bath-room and the dressing-room, without any
result whatever. c Lest my attitude might be open
to misconstruction, Mr. Dimmock, I may as well
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tell you that I have the most perfect confidence in

my daughter, who is as well able to take care of

herself as any woman I ever met, but since

you entered it there have been one or two rather

mysterious occurrences in this hotel. That is all.'

Feeling a draught of air on his shoulder, Racksole

turned to the window. < For instance,' he added,
1
1 perceive that this window is broken, badly

broken, and from the outside. Now, how could

that have occurred ?
'

c If you will kindly hear reason, Mr. Racksole,'

said Dimmock in his best diplomatic manner,
c I

will endeavour to explain things to you. I re-

garded your first question to me when you entered

my room as being offensively put, but I now see

that you had some justification.' He smiled

politely.
c
I was passing along this corridor about

eleven o'clock, when I found Miss Racksole in a

difficulty with the hotel servants. Miss Racksole

was retiring to rest in this room when a large

stone, which must have been thrown from the

Embankment, broke the window, as you see.

Apart from the discomfort of the broken window,
she did not care to remain in the room. She

argued that where one stone had come another

might follow. She therefore insisted on her room

being changed. The servants said that there was

no other room available with a dressing-room and
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bath-room attached, and your daughter made a

point of these matters. I <at once offered to

exchange apartments with hen She did me the

honour to accept my offer. Our respective

belongings were moved and that is all. Miss

Racksole is at this moment, I trust, asleep in

No. 124.'

Theodore Racksole looked at the young man
for a few seconds in silence.

There was a faint knock at the door.
c Come in/ said Racksole loudly.

Someone pushed open the door, but remained

standing on the mat. It was Nella's maid, in a

dressing-gown.
c Miss Racksole's compliments, and a thousand

excuses, but a book of hers was left on the

mantel-shelf in this room. She cannot sleep, and

wishes to read.'
' Mr. Dimmock, I tender my apologies my

formal apologies/ said Racksole, when the girl had

gone away with the book. *

Good-night.'
c

Pray don't mention it/ said Dimmock suavely
and bowed him out.
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CHAPTER IV

ENTRANCE OF THE PRINCE

NEVERTHELESS, sundry small things weighed on

Racksole's mind. First there was Jules' wink.

Then there was the ribbon on the door-handle

and Jules' visit to No. in, and the broken

window broken from the outside. Racksole did

not forget that the time was 3 A.M. He slept but

little that night, but he was glad that he had

bought the Grand Babylon Hotel. It was an

acquisition which seemed to promise fun and

diversion.

The next morning he came across Mr. Babylon

early.
c I have emptied my private room of all

personal papers/ said Babylon,
c and it is now at

your disposal. I purpose, if agreeable to your-

self, to stay on in the hotel as a guest for the

present. We have much to settle with regard to

the completion of the purchase, and also there

are things which you might want to ask me.

Also, to tell the truth, I am not anxious to leave
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the old place with too much suddenness. It will

be a wrench to me.'

I shall be delighted if you will stay,'
said the

millionaire,
c but it must be as my guest, not as

the guest of the hotel.'

( You are very kind.'

c As for wishing to consult you, no doubt I

shall have need to do so, but I must say that the

show seems to run itself.'

* Ah !

'

said Babylon thoughtfully.
'
I have

heard of hotels that run themselves. If they do,

you may be sure that they obey the laws of gravity
and run downwards. You will have your hands

full. For example, have you yet heard about

Miss Spencer ?
'

<

No,
7

said Racksole. < What of her ?
'

c She has mysteriously vanished during the

night, and nobody appears to be able to throw any

light on the affair. Her room is empty, her boxes

gone. You will want someone to take her place,

and that someone will not be very easy to get.'
c H'm !

'

Racksole said, after a pause.
c Hers

is not the only post that falls vacant to-day.'

A little later, the millionaire installed himself

in the late owner's private room and rang the bell.

c
I want Jules,' he said to the page.

While waiting for Jules, Racksole considered

the question of Miss Spencer's disappearance.
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c

Good-morning, Jules,' was his cheerful greet-

ing, when the imperturbable waiter arrived.

'

Good-morning, sir.'

* Take a chair.'

* Thank you, sir.'

c We have met before this morning, Jules.*
*
Yes, sir, at three A.M.'

c Rather strange about Miss Spencer's depar-

ture, is it not ?
'

suggested Racksole.
*
It is remarkable, sir.'

* You are aware, of course, that Mr. Babylon
has transferred all his interests in this hotel to

me?'
'
I have been informed to that effect, sir.'

c
I suppose you know everything that goes on

in the hotel, Jules ?
'

* As the head waiter, sir, it is my business to

keep a general eye on things.'
c You speak very good English for a foreigner,

Jules/
c For a foreigner, sir ! I am an Englishman,

a Hertfordshire man born and bred. Perhaps my
name has misled you, sir. I am only called Jules

because the head waiter of any really high-class

hotel must have either a French or an Italian name.'
c
I see,' said Racksole. c

I think you must be

rather a clever person, Jules.'
c That is not for me to say, sir.'
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< How long has the hotel enjoyed the advantage

of your services ?
'

< A little over twenty years.'
* That is a long time to be in one place. Don't

you think it's time you got out of the rut. You
are still young, and might make a reputation for

yourself in another and wider sphere.' Racksole

looked at the man steadily, and his glance was as

steadily returned.
c You aren't satisfied with me, sir ?

'

c To be frank, Jules, I think I think you er

wink too much. And I think that it is regret-

table when a head waiter falls into a habit of taking
white ribbons from the handles of bedroom doors

at three in the morning.'

Jules started slightly.
c
I see how it is, sir. You wish me to go, and

one pretext, if I may use the term, is as good as

another. Very well, I can't say that I'm surprised.
It sometimes happens that there is incompatibility
of temper between a hotel proprietor and his head

waiter, and then, unless one of them goes, the hotel

is likely to suffer. I will go, Mr. Racksole. In

fact, I had already thought of giving notice.'

The millionaire smiled appreciatively.
c What wages do you require in lieu ofnotice ?

It is my intention that you leave the hotel within

an hour.'
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c
I require no wages in lieu of notice, sir. I

would scorn to accept anything. And I will leave

the hotel in fifteen minutes/
c

Good-day, then. You have my good wishes

and my admiration, so long as you keep out ofmy
hotel/

Racksole got up.
c

Good-day, sir. And thank you.*
c

By the way, Jules, it will be useless for you
to apply to any other first-rate European hotel for

a post, because I shall take measures which will

ensure the rejection of any such application.'
c Without discussing the question whether or

not there aren't at least half a dozen hotels in

London alone that wouldjump forjoy at the chance

of getting me/ answered Jules,
c
I may tell you,

sir, that I shall retire from my profession.'
c

Really ! You will turn your brains to a

different channel/
c

No, sir. I shall take rooms in Albemarle

Street or Jermyn Street, and just be content to be

a man-about-town. I have saved some twenty
thousand pounds a mere trifle, but sufficient for

my needs, and I shall now proceed to enjoy it.

Pardon me for troubling you with my personal
affairs. And good-day again.'

That afternoon Racksole went with Felix

Babylon first to a firm of solicitors in the City, and
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then to a stockbroker, in order to carry out the

practical details of the purchase of the hotel.

c
I mean to settle in England,' said Racksole,

as they were coming back. c It is the only country
'

and he stopped.
c The only country ?

'

c The only country where you can invest

money and spend money with a feeling of security.

In the United States there is nothing worth spend-

ing money on, nothing to buy. In France or

Italy, there is no real security/
c But surely you are a true American ?

'

ques-
tioned Babylon.

'
I am a true American,' said Racksole,

< but

my father, who began by being a bedmaker at an

Oxford college, and ultimately made ten million

dollars out of iron in Pittsburg my father took

the wise precaution of having me educated in

England. I had my three years at Oxford, like

any son of the upper middle class ! It did me

good. It has been worth more to me than many
successful speculations. It taught me that the

English language is different from, and better than,

the American language, and that there is something
I haven't yet found out exactly what in English

life that Americans will never get. Why,' he added,
c in the United States we still bribe our judges and

our newspapers. And we talk of the eighteenth
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century as though it was the beginning of the

world- Yes, I shall transfer my securities to

London. I shall build a house in Park Lane,

and I shall buy some immemorial country seat

with a history as long as the A.T. and S. railroad,

and I shall calmly and gradually settle down.

D'you know I am rather a good-natured man
for a millionaire, and of a social disposition, and

yet I haven't six real friends in the whole of New
York City. Think of that !

'

c And I,' said Babylon,
c have no friends except

the friends of my boyhood in Lausanne. I have

spent thirty years in England, and gained nothing
but a perfect knowledge of the English language
and as much gold coin as would fill a rather large

box.
1

These two plutocrats breathed a simultaneous

sigh.
c

Talking of gold coin,' said Racksole,
c how

much money should you think Jules has contrived

to amass while he has been with you ?
'

c Oh 1

'

Babylon smiled. c
I should not like

to guess. He has had unique opportunities

unique opportunities.'
* Should you consider twenty thousand an

extraordinary sum under the circumstances ?
'

* Not at all. Has he been confiding in you ?
'

c Somewhat. I have dismissed him.'
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c You have dismissed him ?
'

'Why not?'
c There is no reason why not. But I have

felt inclined to dismiss him for the past ten years,

and never found courage to do it.'

c It was a perfectly simple proceeding, I assure

you. Before I had done with him, I rather liked

the fellow.'

c Miss Spencer and Jules both gone in one

day !

' mused Felix Babylon.
c And no one to take their places,' said Rack-

sole.
c And yet the hotel continues its way !

'

But when Racksole reached the Grand Babylon
he found that Miss Spencer's chair in the bureau

was occupied by a stately and imperious girl,

dressed becomingly in black.

c Heavens ! Nella !

'

he cried, going to the

bureau. ' What are you doing here ?
'

c
I am taking Miss Spencer's place. 1' "want

to help you with your hotel, dad. I fancy I shall

make an excellent hotel clerk. I have arranged
with a Miss Selina Smith, one of the typewriters
in the office, to put me up to all the tips and

tricks, and I shall do very well.'

c

But, look here, Helen Racksole. We shall

have the whole of London talking about this

thing the greatest of all American heiresses a

hotel clerk ! And I came here for quiet and rest 1

'
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c
I suppose it was for the sake of quiet and

rest that you bought the hotel, papa ?
'

c You would insist on the steak/ he retorted.

1 Get out of this, on the instant/

{ Here I am, here I stay/ said Nella, and deli-

berately laughed at her parent.

Just then the face of a fair-haired man of about

thirty years appeared at the bureau window. He
was very well-dressed, very aristocratic in his

pose, and he seemed rather angry.
He looked fixedly at Nella, and started back.

<Ach!' he exclaimed. 'You!'
c
Yes, your Highness, it is indeed I. Father,

this is his Serene Highness Prince Aribert of

Posen one of our most esteemed customers/
c You know my name, Fra*ulein ?

'

the new-

comer murmured in German.
c

Certainly, Prince/ Nella replied sweetly.
c You were plain Count Steenbock last spring in

Paris doubtless travelling incognito
'

c

Silence/ he entreated, with a wave of the

hand, and his forehead went as white as paper.

E 2
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CHAPTER V

WHAT OCCURRED TO REGINALD DIMMOCK

IN another moment they were all three talking

quite easily, and with at any rate an appearance of

being natural. Prince Aribert became suave, even

deferential to Nella, and more friendly towards

Nella's father than their respective positions de-

manded. The latter amused himself by studying
this sprig of royalty, the first with whom he had

ever come into contact. He decided that the

young fellow was personable enough,
* had no frills

on him,' and would make an exceptionally good
commercial traveller for a first-class firm. Such

was Theodore Racksole's preliminary estimate of

the man who might one day be the reigning
Grand Duke of Posen.

It occurred to Nella, and she smiled at the idea,

that the bureau of the hotel was scarcely the

correct place in which to receive this august young
man. There he stood, with his head half-way

through the bureau window, negligently leaning
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against the woodwork, just as though he were a

stockbroker or the manager of a New York bur-

lesque company.
c Is your Highness travelling quite alone ?

'

she

asked.
c

By a series of accidents I am/ he said.

c My equerry was to have met me at Charing

Cross, but he failed to do so I cannot imagine

why.'
c Mr. Dimmock ?

'

questioned Racksole.
c
Yes, Dimmock. I do not remember that he

ever missed an appointment before. You know
him ? He has been here ?

'

c He dined with us last night,' said Racksole
c on Nella's invitation,' he added maliciously ;

c but to-day we have seen nothing ofhim. I know,

however, that he has engaged the State apartments,
and also a suite adjoining the State apartments
No. 55. That is so, isn't it, Nella ?

'

c

Yes, papa,' she said, having first demurely
examined a ledger.

c Your Highness would

doubtless like to be conducted to your room

apartments I mean.' Then Nella laughed deliber-

ately at the Prince, and said,
c
I don't know who

is the proper person to conduct you, and that's a

fact. The truth is that papa and I are rather raw

yet in the hotel line. You see, we only bought
the place last night.'



54 THE GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

c You have bought the hotel !

'

exclaimed the

Prince.
c That's so/ said Racksole.

c And Felix Babylon has gone ?
'

' He is going, if he has not already gone.'
c Ah ! I see/ said the Prince ;

c this is one of

your American " strokes." You have bought to

sell again, is that not it ? You are on your holi-

days, but you cannot resist making a few thousands

by way of relaxation. I have heard ofsuch things.'
c We sha'n't sell again, Prince, until we are

tired of our bargain. Sometimes we tire very

quickly, and sometimes we don't. It depends
eh ? what ?

'

Racksole broke off suddenly to

attend to a servant in livery who had quietly

entered the bureau and was making urgent

mysterious signs to him.
c If you please, sir,' the man by frantic gestures

implored Mr. Theodore Racksole to come out.

c

Pray don't let me detain you, Mr. Racksole,'

said the Prince, and therefore the proprietor of the

Grand Babylon departed after the servant, with a

queer, curt little bow to Prince Aribert.
c

Mayn't I come inside ?
'

said the Prince to

Nella immediately the millionaire had gone.
<

Impossible, Prince,' Nella laughed. <The
rule against visitors entering this bureau is fright-

fully strict.'
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c How do you know the rule is so strict ifyou

only came into possession last night ?
'

c I know because I made the rule myself this

morning, your Highness/
c But seriously, Miss Racksole, I want to talk

to you/
c Do you want to talk to me as Prince Aribert

or as the friend the acquaintance whom I knew

in Paris last year ?
'

c As the friend, dear lady, if I may use the

term.'
c And you are sure that you would not like

first to be conducted to your apartments ?
'

c Not yet. I will wait till Dimmock comes
;

he cannot fail to be here soon.'
'

c Then we will have tea served in father's

private room the proprietor's private room, you
know.'

* Good !

'

he said.

Nella talked through a telephone, and rang
several bells, and behaved generally in a manner

calculated to prove to Princes and to whomever

it might concern that she was a young woman of

business instincts and training, and then she

stepped down from her chair of office, emerged
from the bureau, and, preceded by two menials,

led Prince Aribert to the Louis XV. chamber

in which her father and Felix Babylon had had



56 THE GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

their long confabulation on the previous even-

ing.
c What do you want to talk to me about ?

'

she

asked her companion, as she poured out for him a

second cup of tea. The Prince looked at her for

a moment as he took the proffered cup, and being
a young man of sane, healthy instincts, he could

think ofnothing for the moment except her loveli-

ness. Nella was indeed beautiful that afternoon.

The beauty of even the most beautiful woman ebbs

and flows from hour to hour. Nella's this after-

noon was at the flood. Vivacious, alert, imperious
and yet ineffably sweet, she seemed to radiate the

very joy and exuberance of life.

c
I have forgotten,' he said.

c You have forgotten ! That is surely very

wrong of you ? You gave me to understand that

it was something terribly important. But of

course J knew it couldn't be, because no man, and

especially no Prince, ever discussed anything

really important with a woman/
c

Recollect, Miss Racksole, that this afternoon,

here, I am not the Prince/
c You are Count Steenbock, is that it ?

*

He started. c For you only/ he said, uncon-

sciously lowering his voice. c Miss Racksole, I

particularly wish that no one here should know
that I was in Paris last spring.'

1
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c An affair of State ?
*

she smiled.
< An affair of State/ he replied soberly.

c Even

Dimmock doesn't know. It was strange that we

should be fellow guests at that quiet out-of-the-way
hotel strange but delightful. I shall never forget

that rainy afternoon that we spent together in the

Museum of the Trocadero. Let us talk about that.'

c About the rain, or the museum ?
'

*I shall never forget that afternoon/ he

repeated, ignoring the lightness of her question.
c Nor I,' she murmured, corresponding to his

mood.
'

You, too, enjoyed it ?
'

he said eagerly.
c The sculptures were magnificent,' she replied,

hastily glancing at the ceiling.
< Ah ! So they were ! Tell me, Miss Rack-

sole, how did you discover my identity.'
*
I must not say,' she answered. c That is my

secret. Do not seek to penetrate it. Who knows

what horrors you might discover ifyou probed too

far ?
'

She laughed, but she laughed alone. The
Prince remained pensive as it were, brooding.

*
I never hoped to see you again,' he said.

< Why not?'
c One never sees again those whom one wishes

to see.'

c As for me, I was perfectly convinced that we
should meet again.'
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< Why ?
'

c Because I always get what I want.
* Then you wanted to see me again ?

*

c

Certainly. You interested me extremely.

I have never met another man who could talk

so well about sculpture as the Count Steen-

bock;

'Do you really always get what you want,

Miss Racksole ?
'

c Of course.'

c That is because your father is so rich, I sup-

pose ?
'

'
Oh, no, it isn't !

'

she said. c
It's simply

because I always do get what I want. It's got

nothing to do with father at all.'

< But Mr. Racksole is extremely wealthy ?
'

c

Wealthy isn't the word, Count. There is no

word. It's positively awful the amount of dollars

poor papa makes. And the worst of it is he can't

help it. He told me once that when a man had

made ten millions no power on earth could stop
those ten millions from growing into twenty. And
so it continues. I spend what I can, but I can't

come near coping with it ; and of course papa is

no use whatever at spending.'
c And you have no mother ?

'

c Who told you I had no mother ?
'

she asked

quickly.



WHAT OCCURRED TO DIMMOCK 59

C
I er inquired about you/ he said, with

equal candour and humility.
c In spite of the fact that you never hoped to

see me again ?
'

c

Yes, in spite of that.'

( How funny !

'

she said, and lapsed into a

meditative silence.

c Yours must be a wonderful existence/ said

the Prince. c
I envy you/

c You envy me what ? My father's wealth ?
'

*

No,' he said;
c

your freedom and your respon-
sibilities.'

c
I have no responsibilities,' she remarked.

< Pardon me,' he said ;

c

you have, and the

time is coming when you will feel them.'
c I'm only a

girl,'
she murmured with sudden

simplicity.
c As for you, Count, surely you have

sufficient responsibilities of your own ?
'

c I ?
'

he said sadly.
c
I have no responsibili-

ties. I am a nobody a Serene Highness who has

to pretend to be very important, always taking
immense care never to do anything that a Serene

Highness ought not to do. Bah !

'

* But if your nephew, Prince Eugen, were to

die, would you not come to the throne, and would

you not then have these responsibilities which you
so much desire ?

'

'

Eugen die ?
'

said Prince Aribert, in a curious
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tone. c

Impossible. He is the perfection of

health. In three months he will be married. No,
I shall never be anything but a Serene Highness,
the most despicable of God's creatures/

c But what about the State secret which you
mentioned ? Is not that a responsibility ?

'

c Ah !

'

he said. c That is over. That belongs
to the past. It was an accident in my dull career.

I shall never be Count Steenbock again.'
c Who knows ?

'

she said. c

By the way, is

not Prince Eugen coming here to-day ? Mr.

Dimmock told us so.'

c See !

'

answered the Prince, standing up and

bending over her. c
I am going to confide in you.

I don't know why, but I am.'
c Don't betray State secrets,' she warned him,

smiling into his face.

But just then the door of the room was uncere-

moniously opened.
c Go right in,' said a voice sharply. It was

Theodore Racksole's.

Two men entered, bearing a prone form on a

stretcher, and Racksole followed them. Nella

sprang up. Racksole stared to see his daughter.
c
I didn't know you were in here, Nell. Here,'

to the two men,
c out again.'

c

Why !

'

exclaimed Nella, gazing fearfully at

the form on the stretcher,
<
it's Mr. Dimmock !

'
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c It is,' her father acquiesced.
c He's dead,' he

added laconically.
* I'd have broken it to you

more gently had I known. Your pardon, Prince.'

There was a pause.
' Dimmock dead 1

'

Prince Aribert whispered
under his breath, and he kneeled down by the

side of the stretcher. c What does this mean ?
'

'The poor fellow was just walking across the

quadrangle towards the portico when he fell down.

A commissionaire who saw him says he was walk-

ing very quickly. At first 1 thought it was

sunstroke, but it couldn't have been, though the

weather certainly is rather warm. It must be

heart disease. But anyhow, he's dead. We did

what we could. I've sent for a doctor, and for

the police. I suppose there'll have to be an

inquest.'

Theodore Racksole stopped, and in an awkward

solemn silence they all gazed at the dead youth.
His features were slightly drawn, and his eyes
closed ; that was all. He might have been asleep.

c My poor Dimmock !

'

exclaimed the Prince,

his voice broken. c And I was angry because the

lad did not meet me at Charing Cross !

'

c Are you sure he is dead, father ?
'

NelJa said.

* You'd better go away, Nella,' was Racksole's

only reply ; but the girl stood still, and began to

sob quietly. On the previous night she had
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secretly made fun of Reginald Dimmock. She

had deliberately set herself to get information from

him on a topic in which she happened to be spe-

cially interested and she had got it, laughing the

while at his youthful crudities his vanity, his

transparent cunning, his absurd airs. She had

not liked him ; she had even distrusted him, and

decided that he was not c
nice.' But now, as he

lay on the stretcher, these things were forgotten.
She went so far as to reproach herself for them.

Such is the strange commanding power of death.
'

Oblige me by taking the poor fellow to my
apartments/ said the Prince, with a gesture to the

attendants. c

Surely it is time the doctor came.'

Racksole felt suddenly at that moment he was

nothing but a mere hotel proprietor with an

awkward affoir on his hands. For a fraction of a

second he wished he had never bought the Grand

Babylon.
A quarter of an hour later Prince Aribert,

Theodore Racksole, a doctor, and an inspector of

police were in the Prince's reception-room. They
had just come from an ante-chamber, in which lay
the mortal remains of Reginald Dimmock.

' Well ?
'

said Racksole, glancing at the doctor.

The doctor was a big, boyish-looking man,
with keen, quizzical eyes.

* It is not heart disease/ said the doctor.
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c Not heart disease ?
*

'No.'
c Then what is it ?

'

asked the Prince.
c
I may be able to answer that question after

the post-mortem,' said the doctor. *
I certainly

can't answer it now. The symptoms are unusual

to a degree.'

The inspector of police began to write in a

note-book.
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CHAPTER VI

IN THE GOLD ROOM

AT the Grand Babylon a great ball was given that

night in the Gold Room, a huge saloon attached

to the hotel, though scarcely part of it, and cer-

tainly less exclusive than the hotel itself. Theo-

dore Racksole knew nothing of the affair, except
that it was an entertainment offered by a Mr. and

Mrs. Sampson Levi to their friends.- Who Mr.
and Mrs. Sampson Levi were he did not know,
nor could any one tell him anything about them

except that Mr. Sampson Levi was a prominent
member of that part of the Stock Exchange famili-

arly called the Kaffir Circus, and that his wife was

a stout lady with an aquiline nose and many dia-

monds, and that they were very rich and very

hospitable. Theodore Racksole did not want a

ball in his hotel that evening, and just before

dinner he had almost a mind to issue a decree that

the Gold Room was to be closed and the ball for-

bidden, and Mr. and Mrs. Sampson Levi might
name the amount of damages suffered by them.
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His reasons for such a course were threefold-

first, he felt depressed and uneasy ; second, he

didn't like the name Sampson Levi ; and, third,

he had a desire to show these so-called plutocrats

that their wealth was nothing to him, that

they could not do what they chose with Theodore

Racksole, and that for two pins Theodore Rack-

sole would buy them up, and the whole Kaffir

Circus to boot. But something warned him that

though such a high-handed proceeding might be

tolerated in America, that land offreedom, it would

never be tolerated in England. He felt instinc-

tively that in England there are things you can't

do, and that this particular thing was one of them.

So the ball went forward, and neither Mr. nor

Mrs. Sampson Levi had ever the least suspicion

what a narrow escape they had had of looking very
foolish in the eyes of the thousand or so guests

invited by them to the Gold Room of the Grand

Babylon that evening.
The Gold Room of the Grand Babylon was

built for a ball-room. A balcony, supported by
arches faced with gilt and lapis-lazuli, ran round

it, and from this vantage men and maidens and

chaperons who could not or would .not dance

might survey the scene. Everyone knew this, and

most people took advantage of it. What everyone
did not know what no one knew was that
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higher up than the balcony there was a little barred

window in the end wall from which the hotel

authorities might keep a watchful eye, not only on

the dancers, but on the occupants of the balcony
itself.

It may seem incredible to the uninitiated that

the guests at any social gathering held in so

gorgeous and renowned an apartment as the Gold

Room of the Grand Babylon should need the

observation of a watchful eye. Yet so it was.

Strange matters and unexpected faces had been

descried from that little window, and more than

one European detective had kept vigil there with

the most eminently satisfactory results.

At eleven o'clock Theodore Racksole, afflicted

by vexation of spirit, found himself gazing idly

through the little barred window. Nella was with

him. Together they had been wandering about

the corridors of the hotel, still strange to them

both, and it was quite by accident that they had

lighted upon the small room which had a surrep-
titious view of Mr. and Mrs. Sampson Levi's ball.

Except for the light of the chandelier of the ball-

room the little cubicle was in darkness. Nella was

looking through the window ; her father stood

behind.
4
1 wonder which is Mrs. Sampson Levi/ Nella

said, 'and whether she matches her name.
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Wouldn't you love to have a name like that,

father something that people could take hold of

instead of Racksole ?
'

The sound of violins and a confused murmur
of voices rose gently up to them.

c Umph !

'

said Theodore. c Curse those

evening papers !

'

he added, inconsequently but

with sincerity.
'
Father, you're very horrid to-night. What

have the evening papers been doing ?
'

'

Well, my young madame, they've got me in

for one, and you for another
;
and they're manu-

facturing mysteries like fun. It's young Dim-

mock's death that has started 'em.'

c

Well, father, you surely didn't expect to keep

yourself out of the papers. Besides, as regards

newspapers, you ought to be glad you aren't in

New York. Just fancy what the dear old
" Herald

"
would have made out of a little trans-

action like yours of last night.'
c That's true,' assented Racksole. c But it'll

be all over New York to-morrow morning, all the

same. The worst of it is that Babylon has gone
off to Switzerland.'

< Why ?
'

* Don't know. Sudden fancy, I guess, for his

native heath.'

1 What difference does it make to you ?
'
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c None. Only I feel sort of lonesome. I feel

I want some one to lean up against in running
this hotel.*

e

Father, if you have that feeling you must be

getting ill.'

c

Yes,' he sighed,
c
I admit it's unusual with me.

But perhaps you haven't grasped the fact, Nella,

that we're in the middle of a rather queer business.'

* You mean about poor Mr. Dimmock ?
'

'

Partly Dimmock and partly other things.

First of all, that Miss Spencer, or whatever her

wretched name is, mysteriously disappears. Then
there was the stone thrown into your bedroom.

Then I caught that rascal Jules conspiring with

Dimmock at three o'clock in the morning. Then

your precious Prince Aribert arrives without any
suite which I believe is a most peculiar and

wicked thing for a Prince to do and moreover I

find my daughter on very intimate terms wit!* the

said Prince. Then young Dimmock goes and dies,

and there is to be an inquest ; then Prince Eugen
and his suite, who were expected here for dinner,

fail to turn up at all
'

c Prince Eugen has not come ?
'

* He has not ; and Uncle Aribert is in a deuce

of a stew about him, and telegraphing all over

Europe. Altogether, things are working up pretty

lively.'
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* Do you really think, dad, there was anything
between Jules and poor Mr. Dimmock ?

'

c Think ! I know ! I tell you I saw that

scamp give Dimmock a wink last night at dinner

that might have meant well !

'

' So you caught that wink, did you, dad ?
'

'Why, did you?*
* Of course, dad. I was going to tell you

about it.*

The millionaire grunted.
* Look here, father/ Nella whispered suddenly,

and pointed to the balcony immediately below

them. * Who's that ?
'

She indicated a man with

a bald patch on the back of his head, who was

propping himself up against the railing of the

balcony and gazing immovable into the ball-room.
<

Well, who is it ?
'

< Isn't it Jules ?
'

' Gemini ! By the beard ofthe prophet, it is !

'

c

Perhaps Mr. Jules is a guest of Mrs. Sampson
Levi.'

c Guest or no guest, he goes out of this hotel,

even if I have to throw him out myself/
Theodore Racksole disappeared without an-

other word, and Nella followed him. But when
the millionaire arrived on the balcony floor he

could see nothing of Jules, neither there nor in

the ball-room itself. Saying no word aloud, but



70 THE GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

quietly whispering wicked expletives, he searched

everywhere in vain, and then, at last, by tortuous

stairways and corridors returned to his original

post of observation, that he might survey the

place anew from that vantage ground. To his

surprise he found a man in the dark little room,

watching the scene of the ball as intently as he

himself had been doing a few minutes before.

Hearing footsteps, the man turned with a start.

It was Jules.

The two exchanged glances in the half light

for a second.
4

Good-evening, Mr. Racksole,' said Jules

calmly.
c
I must apologise for being here.'

' Force of habit, I suppose/ said Theodore

Racksole drily.
c

Just so, sir.'

c
I fancied 1 had forbidden you to re-enter this

hotel?
1

c
I thought your order applied only to my

professional capacity. I am here to-night as the

guest of Mr. and Mrs. Sampson Levi.'
c In your new r61e of man-about-town, eh ?

'

<

Exactly/
1 But I don't allow men-about-town up here,

my friend.'

' For being up here I have already apologised.'
c

Then, having apologised, you had better

depart ; that is my disinterested advice to you.'
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c

Good-night, sir.'

c

And, I say, Mr. Jules, if Mr. and Mrs.

Sampson Levi, or any other Hebrews or Christians,

should again invite you to my hotel you will

oblige me by declining the invitation. You'll

find that will be the safest course for you.'
*

Good-night, sir.'

Before midnight struck Theodore Racksole

had ascertained that the invitation-list of Mr. and

Mrs. Sampson Levi, though a somewhat lengthy

one, contained no reference to any such person as

Jules.

He sat up very late. To be precise, he sat

up all night. He was a man who, by dint of

training, could comfortably dispense with sleep

when he felt so inclined, or when circumstances

made such a course advisable. He walked to and

fro in his room, and cogitated as few people
beside Theodore Racksole could cogitate. At
6 A.M. he took a stroll round the business part
of his premises, and watched the supplies come
in from Covent Garden, from Smithfield, from

Billingsgate, and from other strange places. He
found the proceedings of the kitchen department

quite interesting, and made mental notes ofthings
that he would have altered, of men whose wages
he would increase and men whose wages he would

reduce. At 7 A.M. he happened to be standing
near the luggage lift, and witnessed the descent of
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vast quantities of luggage, and its disappearance

into a Carter Paterson van.
c Whose luggage is that?' he inquired

peremptorily.
The luggage clerk, with an aggrieved expres-

sion, explained to him that it was the luggage of

nobody in particular, that it belonged to various

guests, and was bound for various destinations ;

that it was, in fact,
c

expressed
'

luggage despatched
in advance, and that a similar quantity of it left

the hotel every morning about that hour.

Theodore Racksole walked away, and break-

fasted upon one cup of tea and halfa slice of toast.

At ten o'clock he was informed that the

inspector of police desired to see him. The

inspector had come, he said, to superintend the

removal of the body of Reginald Dimmock to the

mortuary adjoining the place of inquest, and a

suitable vehicle waited at the back entrance of the

hotel.

The inspector had also brought subpoenas for

himselfand Prince Aribert of Posen and the com-
missionaire to attend the inquest.

c
I thought Mr. Dimmock's remains were re-

moved last night/ said Racksole wearily.
c

No, sir. The fact is the van was engaged on
another job/

The inspector gave the least hint of a pro-
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fessional smile, and Racksole, disgusted, told him

curtly to go and perform his duties.

In a few minutes a message came from the

inspector requesting Mr. Racksole to be good

enough to come to him on the first floor. Rack-

sole went. In the ante-room, where the body of

Reginald Dimmock had originally been placed,

were the inspector and Prince Aribert, and two

policemen.
c Well ?

'

said Racksole, after he and the

Prince had exchanged bows. Then he saw a

coffin laid across two chairs. c
I see a coffin has

been obtained,' he remarked. c Quite right.'

He approached it.
c
It's empty,' he observed un-

thinkingly.
c

Just so,' said the inspector.
c The body of

the deceased has disappeared. And his Serene

Highness Prince Aribert informs me that though
he has occupied a room immediately opposite, on

the other side of the corridor, he can throw no

light on the affair.'

*

Indeed, I cannot !

'

said the Prince, and though
he spoke with sufficient calmness and dignity,

you could see that he was deeply pained, even

distressed.

c

Well, I'm
' murmured Racksole, and

stopped.
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CHAPTER VII

NELLA AND THE PRINCE

IT appeared impossible to Theodore Racksole

that so cumbrous an article as a corpse could be

removed out of his hotel, with no trace, no hint,

no clue as to the time or the manner of the per-

formance of the deed. After the first feeling of

surprise, Racksole grew coldly and severely angry.

He had a mind to dismiss the entire staff of the

hotel. He personally examined the night-watch-

men, the chambermaids and all other persons who

by chance might or ought to know something of

the affair ; but without avail. The corpse of

Reginald Dimmock had vanished utterly disap-

peared like a fleshless spirit. Of course there were

the police. But Theodore Racksole held the police

in sorry esteem. He acquainted them with the

facts, answered their queries with a patient weari-

ness, and expected nothing whatever from that

quarter. He also had several interviews with

Prince Aribert of Posen, but though the Prince

was suavity itself, and beyond doubt genuinely
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concerned about the fate of his dead attendant, yet

it seemed to Racksole that he was keeping some-

thing back, that he hesitated to say all he knew.

Racksole, with characteristic insight, decided that

the death of Reginald Dimmock was only a minor

event, which had occurred, as it were, on the fringe

of some far more profound mystery. And, there-

fore, he decided to wait, with his eyes very wide-

open, until something else happened that would

throw light on the business. At the moment he

took only one measure he arranged that the theft

of Dimmock's body should not appear in the

newspapers. It is astonishing how well a secret

can be kept, when the possessors of the secret are

handled with the proper mixture of firmness and

persuasion. Racksole managed this very neatly.

It was a complicated job, and his success in it

rather pleased him.

At the same time he was conscious of being

temporarily worsted by an unknown group of

schemers, in which he felt convinced that Jules

was an important item. He could scarcely look

Nella in the eyes. The girl had evidently expected
him to unmask this conspiracy at once, with a

single stroke of the millionaire's magic wand. She

was thoroughly accustomed, in the land of her

birth, to seeing him achieve impossible feats.

Over there he was a < boss
'

; men trembled before
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his name
;
when he wished a thing to happen-

well, it happened ; if he desired to know a thing,

he just knew it. But here, in London, Theodore

Racksolewas not quite the same Theodore Racksole.

He dominated New York
;
but London, for the

most part, seemed not to take much interest in him ;

and there were certainly various persons in London

who were capable of snapping their fingers at him

at Theodore Racksole. Neither he nor his

daughter could get used to that fact.

As for Nella, she concerned herself for a little

with the ordinary business of the bureau, and

watched the incomings and outgoings of Prince

Aribert with a kindly interest. She perceived,

what her father had failed to perceive, that His

Highness had assumed an attitude of reserve

merely to hide the secret distraction and dismay
which consumed him. She saw that the poor
fellow had no settled plan in his head, and that he

was troubled by something which, so far, he had

confided to nobody. It came to her knowledge that

each morning he walked to and fro on the Victoria

Embankment, alone, and apparently with no object.

On the third morning she decided that driving
exercise on the Embankment would be good for

her health, and thereupon ordered a carriage and

issued forth, arrayed in a miraculous putty-coloured

gown. Near Blackfriars Bridge she met the
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Prince, and the carriage was drawn up by the

pavement.
4

Good-morning, Prince,' she greeted him.
c Are you mistaking this for Hyde Park ?

'

He bowed and smiled.
c
I usually walk here in the mornings/ he said.

c You surprise me,' she returned. c
I thought

I was the only person in London who preferred
the Embankment, with this view of the river, to the

dustiness of Hyde Park. I can't imagine how it is

that London will never take exercise anywhere ex-

cept in that ridiculous Park. Now, if they had

Central Park
'

c
I think the Embankment is the finest spot in

all London,' he said.

She leaned a little out of the landau, bringing
her face nearer to his.

<
I do believe we are kindred spirits, you and

I,' she murmured ; and then,
c Au revoir, Prince !

'

c One moment, Miss Racksole.' His quick
tones had a note of entreaty.

c
I am in a hurry,' she fibbed ;

c
I am not

merely taking exercise this morning. You have

no idea how busy we are.'

c Ah ! then I will not trouble you. But I

leave the Grand Babylon to-night.'
c Do you ?

'

she said.
c Then will your High-

ness do me the honour of lunching with me to-
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day in father's room ? Father will be out he is

having a day in the City with some stockbroking

persons.'
c
I shall be charmed,' said the Prince, and his

face showed that he meant it.

Nella drove off.

If the lunch was a success that result was due

partly to Rocco, and partly to Nella. The Prince

said little beyond what the ordinary rules of the

conversational game demanded. His hostess talked

much and talked well, but she failed to rouse her

guest. When they had had coffee he took a rather

formal leave of her.

c

Good-bye, Prince,' she said,
c but I thought

that is, no I didn't. Good-bye.'
4 You thought I wished to discuss something

with you. I did ; but I have decided that I

have no right to burden your mind with my
affairs.'

c But suppose suppose I wish to be bur-

dened ?
'

c That is your good-nature.'
c Sit down,' she said abruptly,

* and tell me

everything ; mind, everything. I adore secrets.'

Almost before he knew it he was talking to

her, rapidly, eagerly.

'Why should I weary you with my confi-

dences ?
'

he said. I don't know, I cannot tell
;
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but I feel that I must. I feel that you will

understand me better than anyone else in the

world. And yet why should you understand me ?

Again,.! don't know. Miss Racksole, I will dis-

close to you the whole trouble in a word. Prince

Eugen, the hereditary Grand Duke of Posen, has

disappeared. Four days ago 1 was to have met

him at Ostend. He had affairs in London. He
wished me to come with him. I sent Dimmock
on in front, and waited for Eugen. He did not

arrive. I telegraphed back to Cologne, his last

stopping-place, and I learned that he had left

there in accordance with his programme ;
I

learned also that he had passed through Brussels.

It must have been between Brussels and the

railway station at Ostend Quay that he disappeared.

He was travelling with a single equerry, and the

equerry, too, has vanished. I need not explain

to you, Miss Racksole, that when a person of the

importance of my nephew contrives to get lost

one must proceed cautiously. One cannot adver-

tise for him in the London " Times." Such a

disappearance must be kept secret. The people
at Posen and at Berlin believe that Eugen is in

London, here, at this hotel ; or, rather, they did

so believe. But this morning I received a cypher

telegram from from His Majesty the Emperor,
a very peculiar telegram, asking when Eugen
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might be expected to return to Posen, and re-

questing that he should go first to Berlin. That

telegram was addressed to myself. Now, if the

Emperor thought that Eugen was here, why
should he have caused the telegram to be

addressed to me ? I have hesitated for three

days, but I can hesitate no longer. I must myself

go to the Emperor and acquaint him with the facts.'

c
I suppose you've just got to keep straight with

him ?
*

Nella was on the point of saying, but she

checked herself and substituted,
c The Emperor is

your chief, is he not ?
" First among equals," you

call him.'
c His Majesty is our over-lord/ said Aribert

quietly.
' Why do you not take immediate steps to

inquire as to the whereabouts of your Royal

nephew ?
'

she asked simply. The affair seemed

to her just then so plain and straightforward.
c Because one of two things may have

happened. Either Eugen may have been, in plain

language, abducted, or he may have had his own
reasons for changing his programme and keeping
in the background out of reach of telegraph and

post and railways.'
c What sort of reasons ?

*

c Do not ask me. In the history of every

family there are passages
' He stopped.
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*And what was Prince Eugen's object in coming
to London ?

'

Aribert hesitated.

c

Money/ he said at length.
c As a family we are

very poor poorer than anyone in Berlin suspects.'
< Prince Aribert/ Nella said,

c shall I tell you
what I think ?

'

She leaned back in her chair, and looked at

him out of half-closed eyes. His pale, thin, dis-

tinguished face held her gaze as if by some

fascination. There could be no mistaking this

man for anything else but a Prince.
' If you will/ he said.

c Prince Eugen is the victim of a plot/
' You think so ?

'

*
I am perfectly convinced of it.'

* But why ? What can be the object of a plot

against him ?
'

c That is a point of which you should know
more than me/ she remarked drily.

c Ah ! Perhaps, perhaps/ he said.
c

But, dear

Miss Racksole, why are you so sure ?
'

' There are several reasons, and they are con-

nected with Mr. Dimmock. Did you ever sus-

pect, your Highness, that that poor young man
was not entirely loyal to you ?

'

4 He was absolutely loyal/ said the Prince,

with all the earnestness of conviction.
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c A thousand pardons, but he was not.*

c Miss Racksole, if any other than yourself

made that assertion, I would I would
*

c

Consign them to the deepest dungeon in

Posen ?
'

she laughed lightly.
' Listen.' And

she told him of the incidents which had occurred

in the night preceding his arrival in the hotel.

' Do you mean, Miss Racksole, that there

was an understanding between poor Dimmock and

this fellow Jules ?
*

c There was an understanding/
c

Impossible !

'

'Your Highness, the man who wishes to

probe a mystery to its root never uses the word
"
impossible." But I will say this for young Mr.

Dimmock. I think he repented, and I think that

it was because he repented that he er died so

suddenly, and that his body was spirited away.'
<Why has no one told me these things before ?'

Aribert exclaimed.
* Princes seldom hear the truth/ she said.

He was astonished at her coolness, her firm-

ness of assertion, her air of complete acquaintance
with the world.

* Miss Racksole,' he said,
'
if you will permit

me to say it, I have never in my life met a woman
like you. May I rely on your sympathy your

support ?
'

' My support, Prince ? But how ?
*
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*
I do not know,* he replied.

c But you could

help me if you would. A woman, when she has

brain, always has more brain than a man.'
c Ah 1

*

she said ruefully,
c
I have no brains,

but I do believe I could help you.'

What prompted her to make that assertion

she could not have explained, even to herself.

But she made it, and she had a suspicion a

prescience that it would be justified, though by
what means, through what good fortune, was still

a mystery to her.

'Go to Berlin,' she said.
C
I see that you

must do that
; you have no alternative. As for

the rest, we shall see. Something will occur. I

shall be here. My father will be here. You
must count us as your friends.'

He kissed her hand when he left, and after-

wards, when she was alone, she kissed the spot
his lips had touched again and again. Now,

thinking the matter out in the calmness of solitude,

all seemed strange, unreal, uncertain to her.

Were conspiracies actually possible nowadays ?

Did queer things actually happen in Europe ?

And did they actually happen in London hotels ?

She dined with her father that night.
'
I hear Prince Aribert has left,' said Theodore

Racksole.
4

Yes,' she assented. She said not a word
about their interview. a 2
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CHAPTER VIII

ARRIVAL AND DEPARTURE OF THE BARONESS

ON the following morning, just before lunch, a

lady, accompanied by a maid and a considerable

quantity of luggage, came to the Grand Babylon
Hotel. She was a plump, little old lady, with

white hair and an old-fashioned bonnet, and she

had a quaint, simple smile of surprise at every-

thing in general. Nevertheless, she gave the

impression of belonging to some aristocracy,

though not the English aristocracy. Her tone to

her maid, whom she addressed in broken English
the girl being apparently English was distinctly

insolent, with the calm, unconscious insolence

peculiar to a certain type of Continental nobility.

The name on the lady's card ran thus :
c Baroness

Zerlinski.' She desired rooms on the third floor.

It happened that Nella was in the bureau.
c On the third floor, madam ?

*

questioned

Nella, in her best clerkly manner.
c
I did say on de tird floor/ said the plump

little old lady.
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' We have accommodation on the second floor.*

1
1 wish to be high up, out of de dust and in

de light/ explained the Baroness.

'We have no suites on the third floor,

madam.'
c Never mind, no mattaire ! Have you not

two rooms that communicate ?
'

Nella consulted her books, rather awkwardly.
'Numbers 122 and 123 communicate.'
c Or is it 121 and 122 ?' the little old lady

remarked quickly, and then bit her lip.
c
I beg your pardon. I should have said 1 2 1

and 122.'

At the moment Nella regarded the Baroness's

correction of her figures as a curious chance, but

afterwards, when the Baroness had ascended in the

lift, the thing struck her as somewhat strange.

Perhaps the Baroness Zerlinski had stayed at the

hotel before. For the sake of convenience an

index of visitors to the hotel was kept, and the

index extended back for thirty years. Nella

examined it, but it did not contain the name of

Zerlinski. Then it was that Nella began to

imagine, what had swiftly crossed her mind when
first the Baroness presented herself at the bureau,

that the features of the Baroness were remotely
familiar to her. She thought, not that she had

seen the old lady's face before, but that she had
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seen somewhere, some time, a face of a similar

cast. It occurred to Nella to look at the c Al-

manach de Gotha
'

that record of all the mazes

of Continental blue blood ; but the c Almanach

de Gotha
' made no reference to any barony of

Zerlinski. Nella inquired where the Baroness

meant to take lunch, and was informed that a

table had been reserved for her in the dining-room,
and she at once decided to lunch in the dining-
room herself. Seated in a corner, half-hidden by
a pillar, she could survey all the guests, and

watch each group as it entered or left. Presently
the Baroness appeared, dressed in black, with a

tiny lace shawl, despite the June warmth ; very

stately, very quaint, and gently smiling. Nella

observed her intently. The lady ate heartily,

working without haste and without delay through
the elaborate menu of the luncheon. Nella

noticed that she had beautiful white teeth. Then
a remarkable thing happened. A cream puff was

served to the Baroness by way of sweets, and

Nella was astonished to see the little lady remove
the top, and with a spoon quietly take something
from the interior which looked like a piece of

folded paper. No one who had not been watching
with the eye of a lynx would have noticed any-

thing extraordinary in the action
; indeed, the

chances were nine hundred and ninety-nine to
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one that it would pass unheeded. But, unfortu-

nately for the Baroness, it was the thousandth

chance that happened. Nella jumped up, and

walking over to the Baroness, said to her :

c I'm afraid that the tart is not quite nice,

your ladyship.'
*
Thanks, it is delightful,' said the Baroness

coldly ; her smile had vanished. ( Who are you ?

I thought you were de bureau clerk.'

c My father is the owner ofthis hotel. I thought
there was something in the tart which ought not

to have been there.'

Nella looked the Baroness full in the face.

The piece of folded paper, to which a little cream

had attached itself, lay under the edge of a plate.
c
No, thanks.' The Baroness smiled her simple

smile.

Nella departed. She had noticed one trifling

thing besides the paper namely, that the Baroness

could pronounce the English
< th

'

sound if she

chose.

That afternoon, in her own room, Nella sat

meditating at the window for a long time, and

then she suddenly sprang up, her eyes brightening.
c
I know,' she exclaimed, clapping her hands.

c
It's Miss Spencer, disguised ! Why didn't I

think of that before ?
' Her thoughts ran instantly

to Prince Aribert. c

Perhaps I can help him,' she
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said to herself, and gave a little sigh. She went

down to the office and inquired whether the

Baroness had given any instructions about dinner.

She felt that some plan must be formulated. She

wanted to get hold of Rocco, and put him in the

rack. She knew now that Rocco, the unequalled,
was also concerned in this mysterious affair.

4 The Baroness Zerlinski has left, about a

quarter of an hour ago,' said the attendant.

c But she only arrived this morning.'
'The Baroness's maid said that her mistress

had received a telegram, and must leave at once.

The Baroness paid the bill, and went away in a

four-wheeler.'

Where to ?
'

4 The trunks were labelled for Ostend.'

Perhaps it was instinct, perhaps it was the

mere spirit of adventure ; but that evening Nella

was to be seen of all men on the steamer for

Ostend which leaves Dover at 1 1 P.M. She had

told no one of her intentions not even her father,

who was not in the hotel when she left. She had

scribbled a brief note to him to expect her back

in a day or two, and had posted this at Dover.

The steamer was the Marie Henriette
y a large and

luxurious boat, whose State rooms on deck vie

with the glories of the Cunard and White Star

liners. One of these State rooms, the best, was



THE BARONESS 89

evidently occupied, for every curtain of its windows

was carefully drawn. Nella did not hope that

the Baroness was on board ; it was quite possible

for the Baroness to have caught the eight o'clock

steamer, and it was also possible for the Baroness

not to have gone to Ostend at all, but to some

other place in an entirely different direction.

Nevertheless, Nella had a faint hope that the

lady who called herself Zerlinski might be in

that curtained State room, and throughout the

smooth moonlit voyage she never once relaxed her

observation of its doors and its windows.

The Marie Henriette arrived in Ostend

Harbour punctually at 2 A.M. in the morning.
"1 Here was the usual heterogeneous, gesticulating

crowd on the quay. Nella kept her post near the

door of the State room, and at length she was

rewarded by seeing it open. Four middle-aged

Englishmen issued from it. From a glimpse of

the interior Nella saw that they had spent the

voyage in card-playing.

It would not be too much to say that she was

distinctly annoyed. She pretended to be annoyed
with circumstances, but really she was annoyed
with Nella Racksole. At two in the morning,
without luggage, without any companionship, and

without a plan of campaign, she found herself in a

strange foreign port a port of evil repute, possess-



90 THE GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

ing some of the worst-managed hotels in Europe.
She strolled on the quay for a few minutes, and

then she saw the smoke of another steamer in the

offing. She inquired from an official what that

steamer might be, and was told that it was the

eight o'clock from Dover, which had broken down,

put into Calais for some slight necessary repairs,

and was arriving at its destination nearly four

hours late. Her mercurial spirits rose again. A
minute ago she was regarding herself as no better

than a ninny engaged in a wild-goose chase. Now
she felt that after all she had been very sagacious

and cunning. She was morally sure that she

would find the Zerlinski woman on this second

steamer, and she took all the credit to herself in

advance. Such is human nature.

The steamer seemed interminably slow in

coming into harbour. Nella walked on the Digue
for a few minutes to watch it the better. The
town was silent and almost deserted. It had a

false and sinister aspect. She remembered tales

which she had heard ofthis glittering resort, which

in the season holds more scoundrels than any place
in Europe, save only Monte Carlo. She remem-
bered that the gilded adventurers of every nation

under the sun foregathered there either for busi-

ness or pleasure, and that some of the most

wonderful crimes of the latter half of the century
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had been schemed and matured in that haunt of

cosmopolitan iniquity.

When the second steamer arrived Nella stood

at the end of the gangway, close to the ticket-

collector. The first person to step on shore was

not the Baroness Zerlinski, but Miss Spencer her-

self ! Nella turned aside instantly, hiding her face,

and Miss Spencer, carrying a small bag, hurried

with assured footsteps to the Custom House. It

seemed as if she knew the port of Ostend fairly

well. The moon shone like day, and Nella had

full opportunity to observe her quarry. She could

see now quite plainly that the Baroness Zerlinski

had been only Miss Spencer in disguise. There

was the same gait, the same movement of the

head and of the hips ; the white hair was easily

to be accounted for by a wig, and the wrinkles

by a paint brush and some grease paints. Miss

Spencer, whose hair was now its old accustomed

yellow, got through the Custom House without

difficulty, and Nella saw her call a closed carriage

and say something to the driver. The vehicle

drove off. Nella jumped into the next carriage

an open one that came up.
c Follow that carriage/ she said succinctly to

the driver in French.
*

Bien, madame !

' The driver whipped up his

horse, and the animal shot forward with a terrific
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clatter over the cobbles. It appeared that this driver

was quite accustomed to following other carriages.
c Now I am fairly in for it !

'

said Nella to her-

self. She laughed unsteadily, but her heart was

beating with an extraordinary thump.
For some time the pursued vehicle kept well

in front. It crossed the town nearly from end to

end, and plunged into a maze of small streets far

on the south side of the Kursaal. Then gradually
Nella's equipage began to overtake it. The first

carriage stopped with a jerk before a tall dark

house, and Miss Spencer emerged. Nella called

to her driver to stop, but he, determined to be in

at the death, was engaged in whipping his horse,

and he completely ignored her commands. He
drew up triumphantly at the tall dark house just
at the moment when Miss Spencer disappeared
into it. The other carriage drove away. Nella,

uncertain what to do, stepped down from her

carriage and gave the driver some money. At the

same moment a man reopened the door of the

house, which had closed on Miss Spencer.
c
I want to see Miss Spencer,' said Nella impul-

sively. She couldn't think of anything else to say.
* Miss Spencer ?

'

'Yes ; she's just arrived.'

I
It's O.K., I suppose,' said the man.

I 1 guess so,' said Nella, and she walked past
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him into the house. She was astonished at her

own audacity.

Miss Spencer was just going into a room off

the narrow hall. Nella followed her into the

apartment, which was shabbily furnished in the

Belgian lodging-house style.
c

Well, Miss Spencer/ she greeted the former

Baroness Zerlinski,
c
I guess you didn't expect to

see me. You left our hotel very suddenly this

afternoon, and you left it very suddenly a few days

ago ; and so I've just called to make a few inquiries.'

To do that lady justice, Miss Spencer bore the

surprising ordeal very well. She did not flinch ;

she betrayed no emotion. The sole sign of per-

turbation was in her hurried breathing.
c You have ceased to be the Baroness Zerlinski/

Nella continued. c

May I sit down ?
'

4

Certainly, sit down,' said Miss Spencer, copy-

ing the girl's
tone. c You are a fairly smart young

woman, that I will say. What do you want ?

Weren't my books all straight ?
'

c Your books were all straight. I haven't

come about your books. I have come about

the murder of Reginald Dimmock, the disap-

pearance of his corpse, and the disappearance of

Prince Eugen of Posen. I thought you might
be able to help me in some investigations which

I am making.'
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Miss Spencer's eyes gleamed, and she stood up
and moved swiftly to the mantelpiece.

' You may be a Yankee, but you're a fool/ she

said.

She took hold of the bell-rope.
* Don't ring that bell if you value your life,'

said Nella.
c If what ?

'

Miss Spencer remarked.
c If you value you life,' said Nella calmly, and

with the words she pulled from her pocket a very
neat and dainty little revolver.
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CHAPTER IX

TWO WOMEN AND THE REVOLVER

1 You you're only doing that to frighten me,'

stammered Miss Spencer, in a low, quavering
voice.

*Am I ?
'

Nella replied, as firmly as she could,

though her hand shook violently with excitement,

could Miss Spencer but have observed it.
c Am

I ? You said just now that I might be a Yankee

girl,
but I was a fool. Well, I am a Yankee girl,

as you call it ; and in my country, if they don't

teach revolver-shooting in boarding-schools, there

are at least a lot of girls who can handle a revolver.

I happen to be one of them. I tell you that if

you ring th^ bell you will suffer.'

Most of this was simple bluff on Nella's part,

and she trembled lest Miss Spencer should per-
ceive that it was simple bluff. Happily for her,

Miss Spencer belonged to that order of women
who have every sort of courage except physical

courage. Miss Spencer could have withstood suc-

cessfully any moral trial, but persuade her that
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her skin was in danger, and she would succumb.

Nella at once divined this useful fact, and proceeded

accordingly, hiding the strangeness of her own
sensations as well as she could.

You had better sit down now,' said Nella,
c and I will ask you a few questions/

And Miss Spencer obediently sat down, rather

white, and trying to screw her lips into a formal

smile.

c Why did you leave the Grand Babylon that

night ?
'

Nella began her examination, putting on

a stern, barrister-like expression.
c
I had orders to, Miss Racksole.'

* Whose orders ?
'

'Well, I'm I'm the fact is, I'm a married

woman, and it was my husband's orders.'

* Who is your husband ?
'

' Tom Jackson Jules, you know, head waiter

at the Grand Babylon.'
< So Jules' real name is Tom Jackson ? Why

did he want you to leave without giving notice ?
'

c I'm sure I don't know, Miss Racksole. I

swear I don't know. He's my husband, and, of

courses I do what he tells me, as you will some day
do what your husband tells you. Please Heaven

you'll get a better husband than mine !

'

Miss Spencer showed a sign of tears.

Nella fingered the revolver, and put it at full
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cock. c

Well/ she repeated,
c

why did he want

you to leave ?
'

She was tremendously surprised

at her own coolness, and somewhat pleased with

it, too.

<
I can't tell you, I can't tell you/

< YouVe just got to,' Nella said, in a terrible,

remorseless tone.
c He he wished me to come over here to

Ostend. Something had gone wrong. Oh ! he's

a fearful man, is Tom. If I told you, he'd
'

c Had something gone wrong in the hotel, or

over here ?
'

< Both.'
c Was it about Prince Eugen of Posen ?

'

' I don't know that is, yes, I think so.'

c What has your husband to do with Prince

Eugen ?
'

c
I believe he has some some sort of business

with him, some money business.'
* And was Mr. Dimmock in this business ?

'

*
I fancy so, Miss Racksole. I'm telling you

all I know, that I swear.'
c Did your husband and Mr. Dimmock have

a quarrel that night in Room 1 1 1 ?
'

c

They had some
difficulty.'

c And the result of that was that you came to

Ostend instantly ?
'

c Yes
; I suppose so/

H
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c And what were you to do in Ostend ?

What vvere your instructions from this husband

of yours ?
'

Miss Spencer's head dropped on her arms on

the table which separated her from Nella, and she

appeared to sob violently.
c Have pity on me/ she murmured,

*
I can't

tell you any more.'
< Why ?

'

< He'd kill me if he knew.
c You're wandering from the subject,' observed

Nella coldly.
c This is the last time I shall warn

you. Let me tell you plainly I've got the best

reasons for being desperate, and if anything hap-

pens to you I shall say I did it in self-defence.

Now, what were you to do in Ostend ?
'

c
I shall die for this anyhow,' whined Miss

Spencer, and then, with a sort of fierce despair,
c
I had to keep watch on Prince Eugen.'

c Where ? In this house ?
'

Miss Spencer nodded, and, looking up, Nella

could see the traces of tears in her face.

c Then Prince Eugen was a prisoner ? Some
one had captured him- at the instigation of Jules ?

'

c

Yes, if you must have it.'

c Why was it necessary for you specially to

come to Ostend ?
'

'Oh ! Tom trusts me. You see, I know
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Ostend. Before I took that place at the Grand

Babylon I had travelled over Europe, and Tom
knew that I knew a thing or two.'

c Why did you take the place at the Grand

Babylon ?
'

c Because Tom told me to. He said I should

be useful to him there.'

' Is your husband an Anarchist, or something
of that kind, Miss Spencer ?

'

c
I don't know. I'd tell you in a minute if I

knew. But he's one of those that keep themselves

to themselves.'
* Do you know if he has ever committed a

murder ?
'

' Never !

'

said Miss Spencer, with righteous

repudiation of the mere idea.

c But Mr. Dimmock was murdered. He was

poisoned. If he had not been poisoned why
was his body stolen ? It must have been stolen

to prevent inquiry, to hide traces. Tell me
about that.'

'
I take my dying oath,' said Miss Spencer,

standing up a little way from the table,
c
I take

my dying oath I didn't know Mr. Dimmock was

dead till I saw it in the newspaper.'
c You swear you had no suspicion of it ?

'

'
I swear I hadn't.'

Nella was inclined to believe the statements
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The woman and the girl looked at each other in

the tawdry, frowsy, lamp-lit room. Miss Spencer

nervously patted her yellow hair into shape,

as if gradually recovering her composure and

equanimity. The whole affair seemed like a dream

to Nella, a disturbing, sinister nightmare. She

was a little uncertain what to say. She felt that

she had not yet got hold of any very definite in-

formation. c Where is Prince Eugen now ?
'

she

asked at length.
c
I don't know, miss.'

' He isn't in this house ?
*

(
No, miss.

1

< Ah ! We will see presently.'
*

They took him away, Miss Racksole.'
' Who took him away ? Some of your hus-

band's friends ?
'

' Some of his acquaintances.'
e Then there is a gang of you ?

'

' A gang of us a gang ! I don't know what

you mean,' Miss Spencer quavered.
'
Oh, but you must know,' smiled Nella

calmly.
c You can't possibly be so innocent as all

that, Mrs. Tom Jackson. You can't play games
with me. You've just got to remember that I'm

what you call a Yankee girl. There's one thing
that I mean to find out, within the next five

minutes, and that is how your charming husband
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kidnapped Prince Eugen, and why he kidnapped
him. Let us begin with the second question.

You have evaded it once.'

Miss Spencer looked into Nella's face, and then

her eyes dropped, and her fingers worked nervously
with the table-cloth.

' How can I tell you,' she said,
' when I don't

know ? You've got the whip-hand of me, and

you're tormenting me for your own pleasure.'

She wore an expression of persecuted innocence.
c Did Mr. Tom Jackson want to get some

money out of Prince Eugen ?
'

'

Money ! Not he ! Tom's never short of

money.'
4 But I mean a lot ofmoney tens ofthousands,

hundreds of thousands ?
'

c Tom never wanted money from anyone,' said

Miss Spencer doggedly.
' Then had he some reason for wishing to

prevent Prince Eugen from coming to London ?
'

c

Perhaps he had. I don't know. If you kill

me, I don't know.'

Nella stopped to reflect. Then she raised the

revolver. It was a mechanical, unintentional sort

of action, and certainly she had no intention of

using the weapon, but, strange to say, Miss

Spencer again cowered before it. Even at that

moment Nella wondered that a woman like Miss
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Spencer could be so simple as to think the

revolver would actually be used. Having abso-

lutely no physical cowardice herself, Nella had the

greatest difficulty in imagining that other people
could be at the mercy of a bodily fear. Still, she

saw her advantage, and used it relentlessly, and

with as much theatrical gesture as she could

command. She raised the revolver till it was

level with Miss Spencer's face, and suddenly a

new, queer feeling took hold of her. She knew
that she would indeed use that revolver now, if

the miserable woman before her drove her too

far. She felt afraid afraid of herself ; she was

in the grasp of a savage, primeval instinct. In a

flash she saw Miss Spencer dead at her feet the

police a court of justice the scaffold. It was

horrible.

c

Speak,' she said hoarsely, and Miss Spencer's
face went whiter.

c Tom did say/ the woman whispered rapidly,

awesomely,
c that if Prince Eugen got to London

it would upset his scheme/
c What scheme ? What scheme ? Answer me.'
* Heaven help me, I don't know.' Miss

Spencer sank into a chair. cHe said Mr. Dimmock
had turned tail, and he should have to settle him,
and then Rocco

'

< Rocco 1 What about Rocco ?
'

Nella could
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scarcely hear herself. Her grip of the revolver

tightened.

Miss Spencer's eyes opened wider ;
she gazed

at Nella with a glassy stare.

c Don't ask me. It's death !

' Her eyes were

fixed as if in horror.

c It is,' said Nella, and the sound of her voice

seemed to her to issue from the lips of some third

person.
c
It's death,' repeated Miss Spencer, and gradu-

ally her head and shoulders sank back, and hung

loosely over the chair. Nella was conscious of a

sudden revulsion. The woman had surely fainted.

Dropping the revolver she ran round the table.

She was herself again feminine, sympathetic, the

old Nella. She felt immensely relieved that this

had happened. But at the same instant Miss

Spencer sprang up from the chair like a cat, seized

the revolver, and with a wild movement of the

arm flung it against the window. Itcrashed through
the glass, exploding as it went, and there was a

tense silence.

c
I told you that you were a fool,' remarked

Miss Spencer slowly,
c

coming here like a sort of

female Jack Sheppard, and trying to get the best

of me. We are on equal terms now. You

frightened me, but I knew I was a cleverer woman
than you, and that in the end, if I kept on long
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enough, I should win. Now it will be my
turn/

Dumfounded, and overcome with a miserable

sense of the truth of Miss Spencer's words, Nella

stood still. The idea of her colossal foolishness

swept through her like a flood. She felt almost

ashamed. But even at this juncture she had no

fear. She faced the woman bravely, her mind

leaping about in search of some plan. She could

think of nothing but a bribe an enormous

bribe.

c
I admit you've won,

1

she said,
{ but I've not

finished yet. Just listen/

Miss Spencer folded her arms, and glanced at

the door, smiling bitterly.

'You know my father is a millionaire ; perhaps

you know that he is one of the richest men in the

world. If I give you my word of honour not to

reveal anything that you've told me, what will you
take to let me go free ?

'

c What sum do you suggest ?
'

asked Miss

Spencer carelessly.
c

Twenty thousand pounds,' said Nellapromptly.
She had begun to regard the affair as a business

operation.

Miss Spencer's lip curled.
* A hundred thousand.'

Again Miss Spencer's lip curled.
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c
Well, say a million. I can rely on my father,

and so may you/
c You think you are worth a million to him ?

'

'
I do/ said Nella.

c And you think we could trust you to see that

it was paid ?
'

c Of course you could.'
c And we should not suffer afterwards in any

way ?
'

C
I would give my word, and my father's

word.'
c Bah !

'

exclaimed Miss Spencer ;

c how do you
know I wouldn't let you go free for nothing ?

You are only a rash, silly girl.'
c
I know you wouldn't. I can read your face

too well.'

' You are right,' Miss Spencer replied slowly.
c
I wouldn't. I wouldn't let you go for all the

dollars in America.'

Nella felt cold down the spine, and sat down

again in her chair. A draught of air from the

broken window blew on her cheek. Steps sounded

in the passage ; the door opened, but Nella did

not turn round. She could not move her eyes
from Miss Spencer's. There was a noise of rush-

ing water in her ears. She lost consciousness, and

slipped limply to the ground.
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CHAPTER X

AT SEA

IT seemed to Nella that she was being rocked

gently in a vast cradle, which swayed to and fro

with a motion at once slow and incredibly gentle.

This sensation continued for some time, and there

was added to it the sound of a quick, quiet,

muffled beat. Soft, exhilarating breezes wafted

her forward in spite of herself, and yet she

remained in a delicious calm. She wondered if

her mother was kneeling by her side, whispering
some lullaby in her childish ears. Then strange

colours swam before her eyes, her eyelids wavered,

and at last she awoke. For a few moments her

gaze travelled to and fro in a vain search for some

clue to her surroundings. She was aware of

nothing except a sense of repose and a feeling of

relief that some mighty and fatal struggle was

over ; she cared not whether she had conquered
or suffered defeat in that struggle of her soul with

some other soul ;
it was finished, done with, and
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the consciousness of its conclusion satisfied and

contented her. Gradually her brain, recovering
from its obsession, began to grasp the phenomena
of her surroundings, and she saw that she was on

a yacht, and that the yacht was moving. The
motion of the cradle was the smooth rolling of

the vessel ; the beat was the beat of its screw ;

the strange colours were the cloud tints thrown

by the sun as it rose over a distant and receding
shore in the wake ot the yacht ; her mother's

lullaby was the crooned song of the man at the

wheel. Nella all through her life had had many
experiences of yachting. From the waters of the

River Hudson to those bluer tides of the Medi-

terranean Sea, she had yachted in all seasons and

all weathers. She loved the water, and now it

seemed deliciously right and proper that she

should be on the water again. She raised her

head to look round, and then let it sink back :

she was fatigued, enervated ; she desired only
solitude and calm

;
she had no care, no anxiety,

no responsibility : a hundred years might have

passed since her meeting with Miss Spencer, and

the memory of that meeting appeared to have

faded into the remotest background of her mind.

It was a small yacht, and her practised eye
at once told that it belonged to the highest

aristocracy of pleasure craft. As she reclined in
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the deck-chair (it did not occur to her at that

moment to speculate as to the identity of the

person who had led her therein) she examined all

visible details of the vessel. The deck was as

white and smooth as her own hand, and the seams

ran along its length like blue veins. All the

brass-work, from the band round the slender

funnel to the concave surface of the binnacle, shone

like gold. The tapered masts stretched upwards
at a rakish angle, and the rigging seemed like spun
silk. No sails were set ; the yacht was under

steam, and doing about seven or eight knots. She

judged that it was a boat of a hundred tons or so,

probably Clyde-built, and not more than two or

three years old. No one was to be seen on deck

except the man at the wheel : this man wore a

blue jersey ;
but there was neither name nor initial

on the jersey, nor was there a name on the white

lifebuoys lashed to the main rigging, nor on the

polished dinghy which hung high on the starboard

davits. She called to the man, and called again,
in a feeble voice, but the steerer took no notice of

her, and continued his quiet song as though

nothing else existed in the universe save the yacht,
the sea, the sun, and himself.

Then her eyes swept the outline of the land

from which they were hastening, and she could

just distinguish a lighthouse and a great white
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irregular dome, which she recognised as the

Kursaal at Ostend, that gorgeous rival of the

gaming palace at Monte Carlo. So she was

leaving Ostend. The rays of the sun fell on her

caressingly, like a restorative. All around the

water was changing from wonderful greys and

dark blues to still more wonderful pinks and

translucent unearthly greens ; the magic kaleido-

scope of dawn was going forward in its accustomed

way, regardless of the vicissitudes of mortals.

Here and there in the distance she descried a sail

the brown sail of some Ostend fishing-boat

returning home after a night's trawling. Then
the beat of paddles caught her ear, and a steamer

blundered past, wallowing clumsily among the

waves like a tortoise. It was the c Swallow
'

from

London. She could see some of its passengers

leaning curiously over the aft-rail. A girl in a

mackintosh signalled to her, and mechanically she

answered the salute with her arm. The officer on

the bridge of the c Swallow
'

hailed the yacht, but

the man at the wheel offered no reply. In

another minute the c Swallow
'

was nothing but a

blot in the distance.

Nella tried to sit straight in the deck-chair,
but she found herself unable to do so. Throwing
off the rug which covered her, she discovered that

she had been tied to the chair by means of a piece
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of broad webbing. Instantly she was alert, awake,

angry ; she knew that her perils were not over;

she felt that possibly they had scarcely yet begun.
Her lazy contentment, her dreamy sense of peace
and repose, vanished utterly, and she steeled

herself to meet the dangers of a grave and difficult

situation.

Just at that moment a man came up from

below. He was a man of forty or so, clad in irre-

proachable blue, with a peak yachting cap. He
raised the cap politely.

c

Good-morning,' he said.
c Beautiful sunrise,

isn't it.?
* The clever and calculated insolence ot

his tone cut her like a lash as she lay bound in

the chair. Like all people who have lived easy
and joyous lives in those fair regions where gold
smoothes every crease and law keeps a tight hand

on disorder, she found it hard to realise that there

were other regions where gold was useless and

law without power. Twenty-four hours ago she

would have declared it impossible that such an

experience as she had suffered could happen to

anyone ; she would have talked airily about

civilisation and the nineteenth century, and

progress and the police. But her experience was

teaching her that human nature remains always
the same, and that beneath the thin crust of security
on which we good citizens exist the dark and
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secret forces of crime continue to move, just

as they did in the days when you couldn't go from

Cheapside to Chelsea without being set upon by
thieves. Her experience was in a fair way to teach

her this lesson better than she could have learnt

it even in the bureaus of the detective police of

Paris, London, and St. Petersburg.
c

Good-morning,* the man repeated, and she

glanced at him with a sullen, angry gaze.
c You !

'

she exclaimed,
'

You, Mr. Thomas

Jackson, if that is your name ! Loose me from

this chair, and I will talk to you.' Her eyes flashed

as she spoke, and the contempt in them added

mightily to her beauty. Mr. Thomas Jackson,
otherwise Jules, erstwhile head waiter at the Grand

Babylon, considered himself a connoisseur in femi-

nine loveliness, and the vision of Nella Racksole

smote him like an exquisite blow.
c With pleasure,

1

he replied.
'
I had forgotten

that to prevent you from falling I had secured you
to the chair ;

'

and with a quick movement he

unfastened the band. Nella stood up, quivering
with fiery annoyance and scorn.

c Now/ she said, fronting him,
' what is the

meaning of this ?
'

c You fainted,' he replied imperturbably.
c Per-

haps you don't remember.'

The man offered her a deck chair with a char-
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acteristic gesture. Nellawas obiiged to acknowledge,
in spite of herself, that the fellow had distinction,

an air of breeding. No one would have guessed
that for twenty years he had been an hotel waiter.

His long, lithe figure, and easy, careless carriage

-seemed to be the figure and carriage ofan aristocrat,

and his voice was quiet, restrained, and authorita-

tive.

* That has nothing to do with my being carried

off in this yacht of yours.'
c
It is not my yacht,' he said,

c but that is a

minor detail. As to the more important matter,

forgive me that I remind you that only a few hours

ago you were threatening a lady in my house with

a revolver.'

c Then it was your house ?
'

c Why not ? May I not possess a house ?
'

He smiled.
c
I must request you to put the yacht about at

once, instantly, and take me back.' She tried to

speak firmly.
c Ah !

'

he said,
c I'm afraid that's impossible.

I didn't put out to sea with the intention of

returning at once, instantly.' In the last words

he gave a faint imitation of her tone.
c When I do get back,' she said,

c when my
father gets to know of this affair, it will be an

exceedingly bad day for you, Mr. Jackson.'
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c But supposing your father doesn't hear of

What ?
'

c

Supposing you never get back ?
*

* Do you mean, then, to have my murder jjn

your conscience ?
'

c

Talking of murder,' he said,
c

you came very-

near to murdering my friend, Miss Spencer. At

least, so she tells me.'
c Is Miss Spencer on board ?

'

Nella asked,

seeing perhaps a faint ray of hope in the possible

presence of a woman.
c Miss Spencer is not on board. There is no

one on board except you and myself and a small

crew a very discreet crew, I may add.'

c
I will have nothing more to say to you. You

must take your own course.'

c Thanks for the permission,' he said. ' I will

send you up some breakfast.'

He went to the saloon stairs and whistled, and

a negro boy appeared with a tray of chocolate.

Nella took it, and, without the slightest hesitation,

threw it overboard. Mr. Jackson walked away
a few steps and then returned.

* You have spirit,' he said,
c and I admire spirit.

It is a rare quality.'

She made no reply.

i
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c Why did you mix yourself up in my affairs

at all ?
'

he went on.

Again she made no reply, but the question
set her thinking : why had she mixed herself up
in this mysterious business ? It was quite at

variance with the usual methods of her gay and

butterfly existence to meddle at all with serious

things. Had she acted merely from a desire to

see justice done and wickedness punished ? Or
was it the desire ofadventure ? Or was it, perhaps,
the desire to be of service to His Serene Highness
Prince Aribert ?

c It is no fault of mine that you are in this fix,'

Jules continued. c
I didn't bring you into it.

You brought yourself into it. You and your
father you have been moving along at a pace
which is rather too rapid.'

c That remains to be seen,' she put in coldly.
c
It does/ he admitted. c And I repeat that I

can't help admiring you that is, when you aren't

interfering with my private affairs. That is a

proceeding which I have never tolerated from

anyone not even from a millionaire, not even

from a beautiful woman.' He bowed. <
I will

tell you what I propose to do. I propose to escort

you to a place of safety, and to keep you there till

my operations are concluded, and the possibility

of interference entirely removed, You spoke just
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now of murder. What a crude notion that was

of yours ! It is only the amateur who practises

murder
'

c What about Reginald Dimmock ?
'

she inter-

jected quickly.

He paused gravely.
c

Reginald Dimmock/ he repeated.
c
I had

imagined his was a case of heart disease. Let me
send you up some more chocolate. I'm sure

you're hungry.'
c
I will starve before I touch your food,' she

said.

c Gallant creature !

'

he murmured, and his

eyes roved over her face. Her superb, supercilious

beauty overcame him. c Ah !

'

he said,
c what a

wife you would make !

' He approached nearer

to her. c You and I, Miss Racksole, your beauty
and wealth and my brains we could conquer the

world. Few men are worthy of you, but I am
one of the few. Listen ! You might do worse.

Marry me. I am a great man ;
I shall be greater.

I adore you. Marry me, and I will save your life.

All shall be well. I will begin again. The past

shall be as though there had been no past.'
c This is somewhat sudden Jules,' she said,

with biting contempt.
c Did you expect me to be conventional ?

'

he

retorted. c
I love you.'
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'

Granted,' she said, for the sake of the argu-
ment. * Then what will occur to your present

wife ?
'

My present wife ?
'

(

Yes, Miss Spencer, as she is called/

c She told you I was her husband ?
'

c

Incidentally, she did.*

< She isn't.'

*

Perhaps she isn't. But, nevertheless, I think

I won't marry you
'

Nella stood like a statue of

scorn before him.

He went still nearer to her. ' Give me a

kiss, then ; one kiss I won't ask for more ; one

kiss from those lips, and you shall go free. Men
have ruined themselves for a kiss. I will.'

c Coward !

'

she ejaculated.
c Coward !

'

he repeated.
c

Coward, am I ?

Then I'll be a coward, and you shall kiss me
whether you will or not.'

He put a hand on her shoulder. As she shrank

back from his lustrous eyes, with an involuntary

scream, a figure sprang out of the dinghy a few

feet away. With a single blow, neatly directed

to Mr. Jackson's ear, Mr. Jackson was stretched

senseless on the deck. Prince Aribert of Posen

stood over him with a revolver. It was probably
the greatest surprise of Mr. Jackson's whole life.

c Don't be alarmed/ said the Prince to Nella,
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c

my being here is the simplest thing in the

world, and I will explain it as soon as I have

finished with this fellow.'

Nella could think of nothing to say, but she

noticed the revolver in the Prince's hand.
1

Why,* she remarked,
c
that's my revolver.'

c It is,' he said,
c and I will explain that, too.'

The man at the wheel gave no heed whatever

to the scene.
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CHAPTER XI

THE COURT PAWNBROKER

f MR. SAMPSON LEVI wishes to see you, sir.'

These words, spoken'foy a servant to Theodore

Racksole, aroused the millionaire from a reverie

which had been the reverse of pleasant. The fact

was, and it is necessary to insist on it, that Mr.

Racksole, owner of the Grand Babylon Hotel, was

by no means in a state of self-satisfaction. A
mystery had attached itself to his hotel, and with

all his acumen and knowledge of things in general

he was unable to solve that mystery. He laughed
at the fruitless efforts of the police, but he could

not honestly say that his own efforts had been less

barren. The public was talking, for, after all, the

disappearance of poor Dimmock's body had got
noised abroad in an indirect sort of way, and

Theodore Racksole did not like the idea of his

impeccable hotel being the subject of sinister

rumours. He wondered, grimly, what the public
and the Sunday newspapers would say ifthey were

aware of all the other phenomena, not yet common
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property : of Miss Spencer's disappearance, of

Jules' strange visits, and of the non-arrival of

Prince Eugen of Posen. Theodore Racksole had

worried his brains without result. He had con-

ducted an elaborate private investigation without

result, and he had spent a certain amount ofmoney
without result. The police said that they had a

clue ; but Racksole remarked that it was always
the business of the police to have a clue, that they
seldom had more than a clue, and that a clue with-

out some sequel to it was a pretty stupid business.

The only sure thing in the whole affair was that a

cloud rested over his hotel, his beautiful new toy,

the finest of its kind. The cloud was not inter-

fering with business, but, nevertheless, it was a

cloud, and he fiercely resented its presence ; per-

haps it would be more correct to say that he

fiercely resented his inability to dissipate it.

4 Mr. Sampson Levi wishes to see you, sir,' the

servant repeated, having received no sign that his

master had heard him.
c So I hear,' said Racksole. c Does he want to

see me, personally ?
'

c He asked for you, sir.
v

c

Perhaps it is Rocco he wants to see, about a

menu or something of that kind ?
'

c
I will inquire, sir,' and the servant made a

move to withdraw.
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c

Stop,' Racksole commanded suddenly.
* De-

sire Mr. Sampson Levi to step this way.
1

The great stockbroker of the c Kaffir Circus'

entered with a simple unassuming air. He was a

rather short, florid man, dressed like a typical

Hebraic financier, with too much watch-chain and

too little waistcoat. In hisfiit hand he held a gold-
headcd cane, and an absolutely new silk hat tor

it was Friday, and Mr. Levi purchased a new hat

every Friday of his life, holiday times only

exceptcd. He breathed heavily and sniffed

through his nose a good deal, as though he had

just performed some Herculean physical labour.

He glanced at the American milhonaiie with an

expression in which a slight embarrassment might
have been detected, but at the same time his round,

red face disclosed a certain frank admiration and

good-nature.
<Mr. Racksole, I believe Mr. Theodore

Racksole. Proud to meet you, sir.' Such were

the first words of Mr. Sampson Levi. In form

they were the greeting of a third-rate chimney-

sN\ccp, but, strangely enough, Theodore Racksole

liked their tone. He said to himself that here,

precisely where no one would have expected to

find one, WU an honest man.
*

Good-day,' said Racksole briefly.
( To what

do I owe the pleas\
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1
1 expect your time is limited,' answered

Sampson l.evi. 'Anyhow, mine is, and so I'll

come straight to the point, Mr. Racksole. I'm a

plain man. I don't pretend to be a gentleman or

any nonsense of that kind. I'm a stockbroker,

that's what I am, and I don't care who knows it.

The other night I had a hall in this hotel. It cost

me a couple of thousand and odd pounds, and, by
the way, I wrote out a cheque for your bill this

morning. I don't like balls, but they're useful to

me, and my little wife likes 'em, and so we give
'cm. Now, I've nothing to say against the hotel

management as regards that ball : it was very

decently done, very decently, but what I want to

know is this Why did you have a private detec-

tive among my guests?
'

* A private detective ?
'

exclaimed Racksole,

somewhat surprised at this charge.

'Yes,' Mr. Sampson Levi said firmly, fanning
himself in his chair, and gazing at Theodore Rack-

sole with the direct earnest expression of a man

having a grievance. <Yes; a private detective.

It's a small matter, I know, and I dare say you
think you've got a rii-Jii, as proprietor of the show,
to do what you like in that line

; but I've just
calK\l to tell you that I object. I've called as a

matter of principle. I'm not angry ; it's the

principle of the
thing.'
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c My dear Mr. Levi,' said Racksole,
c
I assure

you that, having let the Gold Room to a private

individual for a private entertainment, I should

never dream of doing what you suggest.'
c

Straight ?
'

asked Mr. Sampson Levi, using
his own picturesque language.

c

Straight/ said Racksole smiling.
c There was a gent present at my ball that I

didn't ask. I've got a wonderful memory for faces,

and I know. Several fellows asked me afterwards

what he was doing there. I was told by someone

that he was one of your waiters, but I didn't

believe that. I know nothing of the Grand Baby-
lon ; it's not quite my style oftavern, but I don't

think you'd send one ofyour own waiters to watch

my guests unless, of course, you sent him as

a waiter ; and this chap didn't do any waiting,

though he did his share of drinking.'
*

Perhaps I can throw some light on this mys-

tery,' said Racksole. c
I may tell you that I was

already aware that a man had attended your ball

uninvited.'
c How did you get to know ?

'

c

By pure chance, Mr. Levi, and not by inquiry.

That man was a former waiter at this hotel the

head waiter, in fact Jules, No doubt you have

heard of him.'
c Not I,' said Mr. Levi positively.
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* Ah !

'

said Racksole,
<
I was informed that

everyone knew Jules, but it appears not. Well,

be that as it may, previously to the night of your

ball, I had dismissed Jules. I had ordered him

never to enter the Babylon again. But on that

evening I encountered him here not in the Gold

Room, but in the hotel itself. I asked him to ex-

plain his presence, and he stated he was your

guest. That is all I know ofthe matter, Mr. Levi,

and I am extremely sorry that you should" have

thought me capable of the enormity of placing a

private detective among your guests.'

'This is perfectly satisfactory to me,' Mr.

Sampson Levi said, after a pause.
c
I only wanted

an explanation, and I've got it. I was told by
some pals of mine in the City I might rely on Mr.

Theodore Racksole going straight to the point, and

I'm glad they were right. Now as to that feller

Jules, I shall make my own inquiries as to him.

Might I ask you why you dismissed him ?
'

c
I don't know why I dismissed him.'

4 You don't know ? Oh ! come now ! I'm

only asking because I thought you might be able

to give me a hint why he turned up uninvited at

my ball. Sorry if I'm too inquisitive.'
' Not at all, Mr. Levi ;

but I really don't know.

I only sort of felt that he was a suspicious character.

I dismissed him on instinct, as it were. See ?
'
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Without answering this question Mr. L,evi

asked another. c If this Jules is such a well-known

person,' he said,
c how could the feller hope to

come to my ball without being recognised ?
'

* Give it up,' said Racksole promptly.
c

Well, I'll be moving on,' was Mr. Sampson
Levi's next remark. c

Good-day, and thank ye. I

suppose you aren't doing anything in Kaffirs ?
'

Mr. Racksole smiled a negative.
c
I thought not,' said Levi. c

Well, I never

touch American rails myself, and so I reckon we
sha'n't come across each other. Good-day.'

c

Good-day,' said Racksole politely, following
Mr. Sampson Levi to the door. With his hand

on the handle of the door, Mr. Levi stopped, and,

gazing at Theodore Racksole with a shrewd,

quizzical expression, remarked :

'

Strange things been going on here lately, eh ?
'

The two men looked very hard at each other

for several seconds.
c
Yes,' Racksole assented. c Know anything

about them ?
'

c Well no, not exactly,' said Mr. Levi. * But

I had a fancy you and I might be useful to each

other ;
I had a kind of fancy to that effect.'

c Come back and sit down again, Mr. Levi,'

Racksole said, attracted by the evident straight-

forwardness of the man's tone. c

Now, how can
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we be of service to each other ? I flatter myself
I'm something of a judge of character, especially

financial character, and I tell you if you'll put

your cards on the table, I'll do ditto with mine.'
*

Agreed,' said Mr. Sampson Levi. c
I'll begin

by explaining my interest in your hotel. I have

been expecting to receive a summons from a

certain Prince Eugen of Posen to attend him here,

and that summons hasn't arrived. It appears that

Prince Eugen hasn't come to London at all.

Now, I could have taken my dying davy that he

would have been here yesterday at the latest.'

c Why were you so sure ?
'

c Question for question,' said Levi. c Let's

clear the ground first, Mr. Racksole. Why did

you buy this hotel ? That's a conundrum that's

been puzzling a lot of our fellows in the City for

some days past. Why did you buy the Grand

Babylon ? And what is the next move to be ?
'

'There is no next move,' answered Racksole

candidly,
c and I will tell you why I bought the

hotel ;
there need be no secret about it. I bought

it because of a whim.' And then Theodore Rack-

sole gave this little Jew, whom he had begun to

respect, a faithful account of the transaction with

Mr. Felix Babylon.
c
I suppose,' he added,

<

you
find a difficulty in appreciating my state of mind
when I did the deal.'
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c Not a bit,' said Mr. Levi. c
I once bought

an electric launch on the Thames in a very
similar way, and it turned out to be one of the

most satisfactory purchases I ever made. Then
it's a simple accident that you own this hotel at

the present moment ?
'

c A simple accident all because of a beefsteak

and a bottle of Bass.'
,

c Um !

'

grunted Mr. Sampson Levi, stroking
his triple chin.

'To return to Prince Eugen,' Racksole re-

sumed. c
I was expecting His Highness here. The

State apartments had been prepared for him. He
was due on the very afternoon that young Dim-
mock died. But he never came, and I have not

heard why he has failed to arrive ; nor have I seen

his name in the papers. What his business was

in London, I don't know.'
*
I will tell you,' said Mr. Sampson Levi,

c he

was coming to arrange a loan.'

< A State loan?'
c No a private loan/
c Whom from ?

'

'From me, Sampson Levi. You look sur-

prised. If you'd lived in London a little longer,

you'd know that I was just the person the Prince

would come to. Perhaps you aren't aware that

down Throgmorton Street way I'm called " The
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Court Pawnbroker," because I arrange loans for

the minor, second-class Princes of Europe. I'm a

stockbroker, but my real business is financing

some of the little Courts of Europe. Now, I may
tell you that the Hereditary Prince of Posen

particularly wanted a million, and he wanted it by
a certain date, and he knew that if the affair wasn't

fixed up by a certain time here he wouldn't be

able to get it by that certain date. That's why
I'm surprised he isn't in London.'

* What did he need a million for ?
'

c
Debts,' answered Sampson Levi laconically,

c His own ?
'

e

Certainly.'

'But he isn't thirty years of age ?
f

c What of that ? He isn't the only European
Prince who has run up a million of debts in a

dozen years. To a Prince the thing is as easy
as eating a sandwich.'

c And why has he taken this sudden resolution

to liquidate them ?
'

c Because the Emperor and the lady's parents
won't let him marry till he has done so ! And quite

right, too ! He's got to show a clean sheet, or

the Princess Anna of Eckstein-Schwartzburg will

never be Princess of Posen. Even now the

Emperor has no idea how much Prince Eugen's
debts amount to. If he had 1

'
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c But would not the Emperor know of this

propo sed loan ?
'

'Not necessarily at once. It could be so

managed. Twig ?
'

Mr. Sampson Levi laughed.
c I've carried these little affairs through before.

After marriage it might be allowed to leak out.

And you know the Princess Anna's fortune is

pretty big ! Now, Mr. Racksole,' he added,

abruptly changing his tone,
c where do you suppose

Prince Eugen has disappeared to ? Because if

he doesn't turn up to-day he can't have that

million. To-day is the last day. To-morrow the

money will be appropriated elsewhere. Of course,

I'm not alone in this business, and my friends have

something to say.'

'You ask me where I think Prince Eugen
has disappeared to ?

'

<
I do.'

c Then you think it's a disappearance ?
"

Sampson Levi nodded. c

Putting two and

two together,' he said,
*
1 do. The Dimmock

business is very peculiar very peculiar, indeed.

Dimmock was a left-handed relation of the Posen

family. Twig ? Scarcely anyone knows that.

He was made secretary and companion to Prince

Aribert, just to keep him in the domestic circle.

His mother was an Irishwoman, whose misfortune

was that she was too beautiful. Twig ?
'

(Mr,
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Sampson Lev! always used this extraordinary word

when he was in a communicative mood.)
c My

belief is that Dimmock's death has something to

do with the disappearance of Prince Eugen. The

only thing that passes me is this : Why should

anyone want to make Prince Eugen disappear ?

The poor little Prince hasn't an enemy in the

world. If he's been "
copped," as they say, why

has he been "
copped

"
? It won't do anyone any

good.'
c Won't it ?

'

repeated Racksole, with a sudden

flash.

c What do you mean ?
'

asked Mr. Levi.
'
I mean this : Suppose some other European

pauper Prince was anxious to marry Princess

Anna and her fortune, wouldn't that Prince have

an interest in stopping this loan of yours to Prince

Eugen ? Wouldn't he have an interest in causing
Prince Eugen to disappear at any rate, for a

time ?
'

Sampson Levi thought hard for a few

moments.
c Mr. Theodore Racksole,' he said at length,

c
I

do believe you have hit on something.'
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CHAPTER XII

ROCCO AND ROOM NO. Ill

ON the afternoon of the same day the interview

just described had occurred in the morning Rack-

sole was visited by another idea, and he said to

himself that he ought to have thought of it before.

The conversation with Mr. Sampson Levi had

continued for a considerable time, and the two

men had exchanged various notions, and agreed to

meet again, but the theory that Reginald Dimmock
had probably been a traitor to his family a traitor

whose repentance had caused his death had not

been thoroughly discussed ; the talk had tended

rather to Continental politics, with a view to dis-

covering what princely family might have an

interest in the temporary disappearance of Prince

Eugen. Now, as Racksole considered in detail

the particular affair of Reginald Dimmock, de-

ceased, he was struck by one point especially, to

wit : Why had Dimmock and Jules manoeuvred

to turn Nella Racksole out of Room No. 1 1 1 on

that first night ? That they had so manoeuvred,
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that the broken window-pane was not a mere

accident, Racksole felt perfectly sure. He had

felt perfectly sure all along ; but the significance

of the facts had not struck him. It was plain to

him now that there must be something of extra-

ordinary and peculiar importance about Room
No. in. After lunch he wandered quietly up-
stairs and looked at Room No. 1 1 1 ; that is to

say, he looked at the outside of it ; it happened
to be occupied, but the guest was leaving that

evening. The thought crossed his mind that

there could be no object in gazing blankly at the

outside of a room ; yet he gazed ; then he wan-

dered quickly down again to the next floor, and

in passing along the corridor of that floor he

stopped, and with an involuntary gesture

stamped his foot.

c Great Scott !

'

he said,
c I've got hold of

something No. 1 1 1 is exactly over the State

apartments.'

He went to the bureau, and issued instructions

that No. 1 1 1 was not to be re-let to anyone until

further orders. At the bureau they gave him

Nella's note, which ran thus :

c Dearest Papa, I am going away for a day
or two on the trail of a clue. If I'm not back in

three days, begin to inquire for me at Ostend.
K 2
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Till then leave me alone. Your sagacious

daughter,
NELL.'

These few words, in Nella's large scrawling

hand, filled one side of the paper. At the bottom

was a P.T.O. He turned over, and read the

sentence, underlined,
C P.S. Keep an eye on

Rocco.'
*
I wonder what the little creature is up to ?

'

he murmured, as he tore the letter into small

fragments, and threw them into the waste-paper
basket. Then, without any delay, he took the

lift down to the basement, with the object of

making a preliminary inspection of Rocco in his

lair. He could scarcely bring himself to believe

that this suave and stately gentleman, this en-

thusiast of gastronomy, was concerned in the

machinations of Jules and other rascals unknown.

Nevertheless, from habit, he obeyed his daughter,

giving her credit for a certain amount of per-

spicuity and cleverness.

The kitchens of the Grand Babylon Hotel are

one of the wonders of Europe. Only three years
before the events now under narration Felix

Babylon had had them newly installed with every
device and patent that the ingenuity of two Con-

tinents could supply. They covered nearly an
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acre of superficial space. They were walled and

floored from end to end with tiles and marble,

which enabled them to be washed down every

morning like the deck of a man-of-war. Visitors

were sometimes taken to see the potato-paring

machine, the patent plate-dryer, the Babylon-spit

(a contrivance of Felix Babylon's own), the silver-

grill,
the system of connected stock-pots, and other

amazing phenomena of the department. Some-

times, if they were fortunate, they might also see

the artist who sculptured ice into forms of men
and beasts for table ornaments, or the first napkin-

folder in London, or the man who daily invented

fresh designs for pastry and blancmanges. Twelve

chefs pursued their labours in those kitchens,

helped by ninety assistant chefs, and a further

army of unconsidered menials. Over all these was

Rocco, supreme and unapproachable. Half-way

along the suite of kitchens, Rocco had an apartment
of his own, wherein he thought out those magnifi-

cent combinations, those marvellous feats of suc-

culence and originality, which had given him his

fame. Visitors never caught a glimpse of Rocco

in the kitchens, though sometimes, on a special

night, he would stroll nonchalantly through the

dining-room, like the great man he was, to receive

the compliments of the hotel habitues people
of insight who recognised his uniqueness.
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Theodore Racksole's sudden and unusual ap-

pearance in the kitchen caused a little stir. He
nodded to some of the chefs, but said nothing to

anyone, merely wandering about amid the maze

of copper utensils and white-capped workers. At

length he saw Rocco, surrounded by several

admiring chefs. Rocco was bending over a freshly-

roasted partridge which lay on a blue dish. He

plunged a long fork into the back of the bird, and

raised it in the air with his left hand. In his right

he held a long glittering carving-knife. He was

giving one of his world-famous exhibitions of

carving^
In four swift, unerring, delicate, perfect

strokes he cleanly severed the limbs of the

partridge. It was a wonderful achievement

how wondrous none but the really skilful carver

can properly appreciate. The chefs emitted a

hum of applause, and Rocco, long, lean, and

graceful, retired to his own apartment. Racksole

followed him. Rocco sat in a chair, one hand

over his eyes ; he had not notice^ Theodore

Racksole.
c What are you doing, M. Rocco ?

'

the

millionaire asked smiling.
c Ah I

'

exclaimed Rocco, starting up with an

apology.
c Pardon ! I was inventing a new

mayonnaise, which I shall need for a certain menu
next week.'
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c Do you invent these things without materials,

then ?
*

questioned Racksole.
c

Certainly. I do dem in my mind. I tink

dem. Why should I want materials ? I know
all flavours. I tink, and tink, and tink, and it is

done. I write down. I give the recipe to my
best chef dere you are. I need not even taste, I

know how it will taste. It is like composing
music. De great composers do not compose at

de piano.'
C I see,' said Racksole.
* It is because I work like dat dat you pay me

tree tousand a year,' Rocco added gravely.
c Heard about Jules ?

'

said Racksole abruptly.
<

Jules ?
'

*Yes. He's been arrested in Ostend,' the

millionaire continued, lying cleverly at a venture.

c

They say that he and several others are impli-

cated in a murder case the murder of Reginald
Dimmock.'

*

Truly ?
'

drawled Rocco, scarcely hiding a

yawn. His indifference was so superb, so gorgeous,
that Racksole instantly divined that it was assumed

for the occasion.

c It seems that, after all, the police are good
for something. But this is the first time I ever

knew them to be worth their salt. There is to

be a thorough and systematic search of the hotel
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to-morrow,' Racksole went on. c
I have mentioned

it to you to warn you that so far as you are con-

cerned the search is of course merely a matter of

form. You will not object to the detectives

looking through your rooms ?
'

*

Certainly not/ and Rocco shrugged his

shoulders.
c
I shall ask you to say nothing about this to

anyone/ said Racksole. c The news of Jules'

arrest is quite private to myself. The papers
know nothing of it. You comprehend ?

'

Rocco smiled in his grand manner, and Rocco's

master thereupon went away. Racksole was very
well satisfied with the little conversation. It was

perhaps dangerous to tell a series of mere lies to a

clever fellow like Rocco, and Racksole wondered

how he should ultimately explain them to this

great master-chef if his and Nella's suspicions
should be unfounded, and nothing came of them.

Nevertheless, Rocco's manner, a strange elusive

something in the man's eyes, had nearly convinced

Racksole that he was somehow implicated in

Jules' schemes and probably in the death of

Reginald Dimmock and the disappearance of

Prince Eugen of Posen.

That night, or rather about half-past one the

next morning, when the last noises of the hotel's

life had died down, Racksole made his way to
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Room in on the second floor. He locked the

door on the inside, and proceeded to examine the

place, square foot by square foot. Every now

and then some creak or other sound startled him,

and he listened intently for a few seconds. The
bedroom was furnished in the ordinary splendid

style of bedrooms at the Grand Babylon Hotel,

and in that respect called for no remark. What
most interested Racksole was the flooring. He
pulled up the thick Oriental carpet, and peered

along every plank, but could discover nothing
unusual. Then he went to the dressing-room,

and finally to the bathroom, both ofwhich opened
out of the main room. But in neither of these

smaller chambers was he any more successful than

in the bedroom itself. Finally he came to the

bath, which was enclosed in a panelled casing of

polished wood, after the manner of baths. Some
baths have a cupboard beneath the taps, with a

door at the side, but this one appeared to have

none. He tapped the panels, but not a single

one of them gave forth that c curious hollow sound*

which usually betokens a secret place. Idly he

turned the cold-tap of the bath, and the water

began to rush in. He turned off the cold-tap

and turned on the waste-tap, and as he did so

his knee, which was pressing against the panelling,

slipped forward. The panelling had given way,
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and he saw that one large panel was hinged from

the inside, and caught with a hasp, also on the

inside. A large space within the casing at the

end of the bath was thus revealed. Before doing

anything else, Racksole tried to repeat the trick

with the waste-tap, but he failed ; it would not

work again, nor could he in any way perceive that

there was any connection between the rod of the

waste-tap and the hasp of the panel. Racksole

could not see into the cavity within the casing,

and the electric light was fixed, and could not be

moved about like a candle. He felt in his

pockets, and fortunately discovered a box of

matches. Aided by these, he looked into the

cavity, and saw nothing ; nothing except a rather

large hole at the far end some three feet from the

casing. With some difficulty he squeezed himself

through the open panel, and took a half-kneeling,

half-sitting posture within. There he struck a

match, and it was a most unfortunate thing that

in striking, the box being half open, he set fire to

all the matches, and was half smothered in the

atrocious stink ofphosphorus which resulted. One
match burned clear on the floor of the cavity, and,

rubbing his eyes, Racksole picked it up, and

looked down the hole which he had previously

descried. It was a hole apparently bottomless,

and about eighteen inches square. The curious
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part about the hole was that a rope-ladder hung
down it. When he saw that rope-ladder Racksole

smiled the smile of a happy man.

The match went out.

Should he make a long journey, perhaps to

some distant corner of the hotel, for a fresh box

of matches, or should he attempt to descend that

rope-ladder in the dark ? He decided on the

latter course, and he was the more strongly

moved thereto as he could now distinguish a

faint, a very faint tinge of light at the bottom of

the hole.

With infinite care he compressed himself into

the well-like hole, and descended the ladder. At

length he arrived on firm ground, perspiring, but

quite safe and quite excited. He saw now that

the tinge of light came through a small hole in

the wood. He put his eye to the wood, and

found that he had a fine view of the State bath-

room, and through the door of the State bath-

room into the State bedroom. At the massive

marble-topped washstand in the State bedroom a

man was visible, bending over some object which

lay thereon.

The man was Rocco 1
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CHAPTER XIII

IN THE STATE BEDROOM

It was of course plain to Racksole that the

peculiar passage-way which he had, at great

personal inconvenience, discovered between the

bathroom of No. 1 1 1 and the State bathroom on

the floor below must have been specially designed

by some person or persons for the purpose of

keeping a nefarious watch upon the occupants of

the State suite of apartments. It was a means of

communication at once simple and ingenious.
At that moment he could not be sure of the pre-
cise method employed for it, but he surmised that

the casing of the waterpipes had been used as a
c
well,' while space for the pipes themselves had

been found in the thickness of the ample brick

walls of the Grand Babylon. The eye-hole,

through which he now had a view of the bedroom,
was a very minute one, and probably would scarcely

be noticed from the exterior. One thing he

observed concerning it, namely, that it had been

made for a man somewhat taller than himselt ;
he
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was obliged to stand on tiptoe in order to get his

eye in the correct position. He remembered that

both Jules and Rocco were distinctly above the

average height ;
also that they were both thin

men, and could have descended the well with

comparative ease. Theodore Racksole, though
not stout, was a well-set man with large bones.

These things flashed through his mind as he

gazed, spellbound, at the mysterious movements

of Rocco. The door between the bathroom and

the bedroom was wide open, and his own situation

was such that his view embraced a considerable

portion of the bedroom, including the whole of

the immense and gorgeously-upholstered bedstead,

but not including the whole of the marble wash-

stand. He could see only half of the washstand,

and at intervals Rocco passed out of sight as his

lithe hands moved over the object which lay on

the marble. At first Theodore Racksole could

not decide what this object was, but after a time,

as his eyes grew accustomed to the position and

the light, he made it out.

It was the body of a man. Or, rather, to be

more exact, Racksole could discern the legs of a

man on that half of the table which was visible to

him. Involuntarily he shuddered, as the convic-

tion forced itself upon him that Rocco had some

unconscious human being helpless on that cold
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marble surface. The legs never moved. There-

fore, the hapless creature was either asleep or

under the influence of an anaesthetic or (horrible

thought !)
dead.

Racksole wanted to call out, to stop by some

means or other the dreadful midnight activity

which was proceeding before his astonished eyes ;

but fortunately he restrained himself.

On the washstand he could see certain

strangely-shaped utensils and instruments which

Rocco used from time to time. The work seemed

to Racksole to continue for interminable hours, and

then at last Rocco ceased, gave a sign of satisfaction,

whistled several bars from c Cavalleria Rusticana,'

and came into the bathroom, where he took off

his coat, and very quietly washed his hands. As
he stood calmly and leisurely wiping those long

fingers of his, he was less than four feet from

Racksole, and the cooped-up millionaire trembled,

holding his breath, lest Rocco should detect his

presence behind the woodwork. But nothing

happened, and Rocco returned unsuspectingly to

the bedroom. Racksole saw him place some sort

of white flannel garment over the prone form on

the table, and then lift it bodily on to the great

bed, where it lay awfully still. The hidden

watcher was sure now that it was a corpse upon
which Rocco had been exercising his mysterious
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and sinister functions. But whose corpse ? And
what functions ?

Could this be a West End hotel, Racksole's

own hotel, in the very heart of London, the best-

policed city in the world ? It seemed incredible,

impossible ; yet so it was. Once more he remem-

bered what Felix Babylon had said to him, and

realised the truth of the saying anew. The

proprietor of a vast and complicated establishment

like the Grand Babylon could never know a tithe

of the extraordinary and queer occurrences which

happened daily under his very nose ; the atmos-

phere of such a caravanserai must necessarily be

an atmosphere ofmystery and problems apparently

inexplicable. Nevertheless, Racksole thought that

Fate was carrying things with rather a high hand

when she permitted his chef to spend the night
hours over a man's corpse in this State bedroom,
this sacred apartment which was supposed to be

occupied only by individuals of Royal Blood.

Racksole would not have objected to a certain

amount of mystery, but he decidedly thought that

there was a little too much mystery here for his

taste. He thought that even Felix Babylon would

have been surprised at this.

The electric chandelier in the centre of the

ceiling was not lighted ; only the two lights on

either side of the washstand were switched .on, and
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these did not sufficiently illuminate the features

of the man on the bed to enable Racksole to

see them clearly. In vain the millionaire

strained his eyes ; he could only make out that

the corpse was probably that of a young man.

Just as he was wondering what would be the best

course of action to pursue, he saw Rocco with a

square-shaped black box in his hand. Then the

chef switched off the two electric lights, and the

State bedroom was in darkness. In that swift

darkness Racksole heard Rocco spring on to the

bed. Another half-dozen moments of suspense,

and there was a blinding flash of white, which

endured for several seconds, and showed Rocco

standing like an evil spirit over the corpse, the

black box in one hand and a burning piece of

aluminium wire in the other. The aluminium

wire burnt out, and darkness followed blacker

than before.

Rocco had photographed the corpse by flash-

light.

But the dazzling flare which had disclosed

the features of the dead man to the insensible

lens of the camera had disclosed them also to Theo-

dore Racksole. The dead man was Reginald
Dimmock !

Stung into action by this discovery, Racksole

tried to find the exit from his place of conceal-
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ment. He felt sure that there existed some way
out into the State bathroom, but he sought for it

fruitlessly, groping with both hands and feet.

Then he decided that he must ascend the rope-

ladder, make haste for the first-floor corridor, and

intercept Rocco when he left the State apartments.
It was a painful and difficult business to ascend

that thin and yielding ladder in such a confined

space, but Racksole was managing it very nicely,

and had nearly reached the top, when, by some

untoward freak of chance, the ladder broke

above his weight, and he slipped ignominiously
down to the bottom ofthe wooden tube. Smother-

ing an excusable curse, Racksole couched, baffled.

Then he saw that the force of his fall had somehow

opened a trap-door at his feet. He squeezed

through, pushed open another tiny door, and in

another second stood in the State bathroom. He
was dishevelled, perspiring, rather bewildered ;

but he was there. In the next second he had re-

sumed absolute command of all his faculties.

Strange to say, he had moved so quietly that

Rocco had apparently not heard him. He stepped

noiselessly to the door between the bathroom and

the bedroom, and stood there in silence. Rocco

had switched on again the lights over the wash-

stand, and was busy with his utensils.

Racksole deliberately coughed.
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CHAPTER XIV

ROCCO ANSWERS SOME QUESTIONS

Rocco turned round with the swiftness of a

startled tiger, and gave Theodore Racksole one

long piercing glance.
c D n !

'

said Rocco, with as pure an Anglo-
Saxon accent and intonation as Racksole himself

could have accomplished.
The most extraordinary thing about the situa-

tion was that at this juncture Theodore Racksole

did not know what to say. He was so dum-
founded by the affair, and especially by Rocco's

absolute and sublime calm, that both speech and

thought failed him.
'
I give in,' said Rocco. c From the moment

you entered this cursed hotel I was afraid of you.
I told Jules I was afraid of you. I knew there

would be trouble with a man of your kidney, and

I was right ; confound it ! I tell you I give in.

I know when I'm beaten. I've got no revolver

and no weapon of any kind. I surrender. Do
what you like/
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And with that Rocco sat down on a chair. It

was magnificently done. Only a truly great man
could have done it. Rocco actually kept his

dignity.

For answer, Racksole walked slowly into the

vast apartment, seized a chair, and, dragging it up
to Rocco's chair, sat down opposite to him. Thus

they faced each other, their knees almost touching,

both in evening dress. On Rocco's right hand

was the bed, with the corpse ofReginald Dimmock.

On Racksole's right hand, and a little behind him,

was the marble washstand, still littered with Rocco's

implements. The electric light shone on Rocco's

left cheek, leaving the other side of his face in

shadow. Racksole tapped him on the knee twice.

c So you're another Englishman masquerading
as a foreigner in my hotel,' Racksole remarked, by

way of commencing the interrogation.
4 I'm not,' answered Rocco quietly.

c I'm a

citizen of the United States.'

c The deuce you are !

'

Racksole exclaimed.

'Yes, I was born at West Orange, New

Jersey, New York State. I call myself an Italian

because it was in Italy that I first made a name as

a chef at Rome. It is better for a great chef

like me to be a foreigner. Imagine a great chef

named Elihu P. Rucker. You can't imagine it,

Mr. Racksole. I defy you to imagine it. I

L2
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changed my nationality for the same reason that

my friend and colleague, Jules, otherwise Mr.

Jackson, changed his.'

c So Jules is your friend and colleague, is he ?
'

( He was, but from this moment he is no

longer. I began to disapprove of his methods no

less than a week ago, and my disapproval will

now take an active form.'
< Will it ?

'

said Racksole. I calculate itjust

won't, Mr. Elihu P. Rucker, citizen ofthe United

States. Before you are very much older you'll be

in the kind hands of the police, and your activities,

in no matter what direction, will come to an

abrupt conclusion.'

4 It is possible,' sighed Rocco.
c ln the meantime, I'll ask you one or two

questions for my own private satisfaction. You've

acknowledged that the game is up, and so you may
as well answer them with as much candour as you
feel yourself capable of. See ?

'

c
I see,' replied Rocco calmly,

* but I guess I

can't answer all questions. I'll do what I can.'

'Well,' said Racksole, clearing his throat,
c what's the scheme all about ? Tell me in a word.'

c Not in a thousand words. It isn't my secret,

you know.'
c Why was poor little Dimmock poisoned ?

'

The millionaire's voice softened as he looked for
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an instant at the corpse of the unfortunate young
man.

* I don't know,' said Rocco. c
I don't mind

informing you that I objected to that part of the

business. I wasn't made aware of till after it was

done, and then I tell you it got my dander up
considerable.'

* You mean to say you don't know why Dim-
mock was done to death ?

'

c
I mean to say I couldn't see the sense of it.

Of course he er died, because he sort of cried

off the scheme, having previously taken a share of

it. I don't mind saying that much, because you
probably guessed it for yourself. But I solemnly
state that I have a conscientious objection to

murder.'
* Then it was murder ?

'

t It was a kind of murder,' Rocco admitted.
< Who did it ?

'

* Unfair question,' said Rocco.
c Who else is in this precious scheme besides

Jules and yourself ?
'

* Don't know, on my honour.'

'Well, then, tell me this. What have you
been doing to Dimmock's body ?

'

c How long were you in that bathroom ?
'

Rocco parried, with sublime impudence.
' Don't question me, Mr. Rucker,' said Theo-
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dore Racksole. c
I feel very much inclined to

break your back across my knee. Therefore

I advise you not to irritate me. What have you
been doing to Dimmock's body ?

'

* I've been embalming it.'

c Em balming it.'

c

Certainly ; Richardson's system of arterial

fluid injection, as improved by myself. You
weren't aware that I included the art of embalm-

ing among my accomplishments. Nevertheless, it

is so.'

< But why ?
'

asked Racksole, more mystified
than ever. c Why should you trouble to embalm
the poor chap's corpse ?

'

c Can't you see ? Doesn't it strike you ?

That corpse has to be taken care of. It contains,

or, rather, it did contain, very serious evidence

against some person or persons unknown to the

police. It may be necessary to move it about

from place to place. A corpse can't be hidden for

long ; a corpse betrays itself. One couldn't throw

it into the Thames, for it would have been found

inside twelve hours. One couldn't bury it it

wasn't safe. The only thing was to keep it handy
and movable, ready for emergencies. I needn't

inform you that, without embalming, you can't

keep a corpse handy and movable for more than

four or five days. It's the kind ot thing that
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won't keep. And so it was suggested that I

should embalm it, and I did. Mind you, I still

objected to the murder, but I couldn't go back on

a colleague, you understand. You do understand

that, don't you ? Well, here you are, and here it

is, and that's all.'

Rocco leaned back in his chair as though he

had said everything that ought to be said. He
closed his eyes to indicate that so far as he was con-

cerned the conversation was also closed. Theodore

Racksole stood up.
*
I hope,' said Rocco, suddenly opening his

eyes,
c
I hope you'll call in the police without any

delay. It's getting late, and I don't like going
without my night's rest.'

* Where do you suppose you'll get your night's

rest ?
'

Racksole asked.
c In the cells, of course. Haven't I told you

I know when I'm beaten. I'm not so blind as not

to be able to see that there's at any rate a primd

facie case against me. I expect I shall get offwith

a year or two's imprisonment as accessory after the

fact I think that's what they call it. Anyhow, I

shall be in a position to prove that I am not im-

plicated in the murder of this unfortunate nincom-

poop.' He pointed, with a strange, scornful

gesture of his elbow, to the bed. * And now, shall

we go ? Everyone is asleep, but there will be a
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policeman within call of the watchman in the

portico. I am at your service. Let us go down

together, Mr. Racksole. I give you my word to

go quietly.'

'Stay a moment,' said Theodore Racksole

curtly ;
* there is no hurry. It won't do you any

harm to forego another hour's sleep, especially as

you will have no work to do to-morrow. I have

one or two more questions to put to you.*
c Well ?

'

Rocco murmured, with an air of tired

resignation, as if to say,
c What must be must be.!

c Where has Dimmock's corpse been during
the last three or four days, since he died ?

'

c Oh I

'

answered Rocco, apparently surprised

at the simplicity of the question.
c
It's been in my

room, and one night it was on the roof ; once it

went out of the hotel as luggage, but it came back

the next day as a case of Demerara sugar. I forget

where else it has been, but it's been kept perfectly

safe and treated with every consideration.'
c And who contrived all these manoeuvres ?

'

asked Racksole as calmly as he could.
* I did. That is to say, I invented them and I

saw that they were carried out. You see, the

suspicions of your police obliged me to be parti-

cularly spry.'
c And who carried them out ?

*

Ah I that would be telling tales. But I don't
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mind assuring you that my accomplices were inno-

cent accomplices. It is absurdly easy for a man
like me to impose on underlings absurdly easy.'

c What did you intend to do with the corpse

ultimately ?
'

Racksole pursued his inquiry with

immovable countenance.
c Who knows ?

'

said Rocco, twisting his beau-

tiful moustache. * That would have depended on

several things on your police, for instance. But

probably in the end we should have restored this

mortal clay '-again he jerked his elbow c to the

man's sorrowing relatives.'

c Do you know who the relatives are ?
*

*

Certainly. Don't you ? If you don't I need

only hint that Dimmock had a Prince for his

father/

c lt seems to me,' said Racksole, with cold

sarcasm,
c that you behaved rather clumsily in

choosing this bedroom as the scene ofyour opera-
tions.'

' Not at all,' said Rocco. c There was no other

apartment so suitable in the whole hotel. Who
would have guessed that anything was going on

here ? It was the very place for me.'
c I guessed,' said Racksole succinctly.
c
Yes, you guessed, Mr. Racksole. But I had

not counted on you. You are the only smart man
in the business. You are an American citizen, and
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I hadn't reckoned to have to deal with that class

of person.'

'Apparently I frightened you this afternoon ?'

< Not in the least.'

c You were not afraid of a search ?
'

c I knew that no search was intended. I knew
that you were trying to frighten me. You must

really credit me with a little sagacity and insight,

Mr. Racksole. Immediately you began to talk to

me in the kitchen this afternoon I felt you were

on the track. But I was not frightened. I

merely decided that there was no time to be lost

that I must act quickly. I did act quickly, but,

it seems, not quickly enough. I grant that your

rapidity exceeded mine. Let us go down-stairs, I

beg.'

Rocco rose and moved towards the door.

With an instinctive action Racksole rushed forward

and seized him by the shoulder.
c No tricks !

'

said Racksole. c You're in my
custody>

and don't forget it.'

Rocco turned on his employer a look of gentle,

dignified scorn.
c Have I not informed you,' he said,

* that I

have the intention of going quietly ?
'

Racksole felt almost ashamed for the moment.
It flashed across him that a man can be great, even

in crime.
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c What an ineffable fool you were/ said Rack-

sole, stopping him at the threshold,
c with your

talents, your unique talents, to get yourself mixed

up in an affair of this kind. You are ruined. And,

by Jove ! you were a great man in your own line.'

c Mr. Racksole,' said Rocco very quickly,
< that

is the truest word you have spoken this night. I

was a great man in my own line. And I am an

ineffable fool. Alas !

* He brought his long
arms to his sides with a thud.

' Why did you do it ?
'

c
I was fascinated fascinated by Jules. He,

too, is a great man. We had great opportunities,

here in the Grand Babylon. It was a great game.
It was worth the candle. The prizes were enor-

mous. You would admit these things yourself if

you knew the facts. Perhaps some day you will

know them, for you are a fairly clever person at

getting to the root ofa matter. Yes, I was blindedj

hypnotised.'
c And now you are ruined.'
' Not ruined, not ruined. Afterwards, in a few

years, I shall come up again. A man ofgenius like

me is never ruined till he is dead. Genius is always

forgiven. I shall be forgiven. Suppose I am sent

to prison. When I emerge I shall be no gaol-bird.
I shall be Rocco the great Rocco. And half

the hotels in Europe will invite me to join them.'
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* Let me tell you, as man to man, that you have

achieved your own degradation. There is no

excuse.'

c
I know it,' said Rocco. c Let us go.'

Racksole was distinctly and notably impressed

by this man by this master spirit to whom he was

to have paid a salary at the rate of three thousand

pounds a year. He even felt very sorry for him.

And so, side by side, the captor and the captured,

they passed into the vast deserted corridor of the

hotel. Rocco stopped at the grating of the first lift.

c
It will be locked,' said Racksole. c We must

use the stairs to-night.'
* But I have a key. I always carry one,' said

Rocco, and he pulled one out of his pocket, and,

unfastening the iron screen, pushed it open.
Racksole smiled at his readiness and aplomb.

c After you,' said Rocco, bowing in his finest

manner, and Racksole stepped into the lift.

With the swiftness of lightning Rocco pushed
forward the iron screen, which locked itself auto-

matically. Theodore Racksole was hopelessly a

prisoner within the lift, while Rocco stood free in

the corridor.
*

Good-bye, Mr. Racksole/ he remarked

suavely, bowing again, lower than before. c Good-

bye : I hate to take a mean advantage of you in

this fashion, but really you must allow that you
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have been very simple. You are a clever man, as

I have already said, up to a certain point. It is

past that point that my own cleverness comes in.

Again, good-bye. After all, I shall have no rest

to-night, but perhaps even that will be better than

sleeping in a police cell. If you make a great

noise you may wake someone and ultimately get

released from this lift. But I advise you to com-

pose yourself, and wait till morning. It will be

more dignified. For the third time, good-bye.*
And with that Rocco, without hastening,

walked down the corridor and so out of sight.

Racksole said never a word. He was too dis-

gusted with himself to speak. He clenched his

fists, and put his teeth together, and held his

breath. In the silence he could hear the dwindling
sound of Rocco's footsteps on the thick carpet.

It was the greatest blow of Racksole's life.

The next morning the high-born guests of the

Grand Babylon were aroused by a rumour that

by some accident the millionaire proprietor of the

hotel had remained all night locked up in the

lift. It was also stated that Rocco had quarrelled

with his new master and incontinently left the

place. A duchess said that Rocco's departure
would mean the ruin of the hotel, whereupon her

husband advised her not to talk nonsense.

As for Racksole, he sent a message for the
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detective in charge of the Dimmock affair, and

bravely told him the happenings of the previous

night. The narration was a decided ordeal to a

man of Racksole's temperament.
c A strange story !

'

commented Detective

Marshall, and he could not avoid a smile. c The
climax was unfortunate, but you have certainly

got some valuable facts.'

Racksole said nothing.
c
I myself have a clue,

1

added the detective.

c When your message arrived I was just coming

up to see you. I want you to accompany me to

a certain spot not far from here. Will you come,

now, at once ?
'

' With pleasure,' said Racksole.

At that moment a page entered with a telegram.
Racksole opened it and read :

c Please come

instantly. Nella. H6tel Wellington, Ostend.'

He looked at his watch.
c I can't come,' he said to the detective. c I'm

going to Ostend.'
< To Ostend? 1

'Yes, now.'
c
But, really, Mr. Racksole/ protested the

detective. c My business is urgent.'
c So's mine,' said Racksole.

In ten minutes he was on his way to Victoria

Station.



CHAPTER XV

END OF THE YACHT ADVENTURE

WE must now return to Nella Racksole and

Prince Aribert of Posen on board the yacht with-

out a name. The Prince's first business was to

make Jules, otherwise Mr. Tom Jackson, perfectly-

secure by means of several pieces of rope.

Although Mr. Jackson had been stunned into a

complete unconsciousness, and there was a con-

tused wound under his ear, no one could say how
soon he might not come to himself and get very
violent. So the Prince, having tied his arms and

legs, made him fast to a stanchion.
4
I hope he won't die,' said Nella. c He looks

very white.'

c The Mr. Jacksons of this world,' said Prince

Aribert sententiously,
c never die till they are

hung. By the way, I wonder how it is that

no one has interfered with us. Perhaps they are

discreetly afraid of my revolver of your revolver,

I mean.'

Both he and Nella glanced up at the imperturb-
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able steersman, who kept the yacht's head straight

out to sea. By this time they were about a couple

of miles from the Belgian shore.

Addressing him in French, the Prince ordered

the sailor to put the yacht about, and make again

for Ostend Harbour, but the fellow took no

notice whatever of the summons. The Prince

raised the revolver, with the idea of frightening

the steersman, and then the man began to talk

rapidly in a mixture of French and Flemish. He
said that he had received Jules' strict orders not to

interfere in any way, no matter what might happen
on the deck of the yacht. He was the captain of

the yacht, and he had to make for a certain

English port, the name of which he could not

divulge : he was to keep the vessel at full steam

ahead under any and all circumstances. He
seemed to be a very big, a very strong, and a very
determined man, and the Prince was at a loss

what course of action to pursue. He asked

several more questions, but the only effect of them

was to render the man taciturn and ill-humoured.

In vain Prince Aribert explained that Miss Nellie

Racksole, daughter of millionaire Racksole, had

been abducted by Mr. Tom Jackson ; in vain he

flourished the revolver threateningly ; the surly,

but courageous, captain said merely that that had

nothing to do with him ; he had instruction's, and
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he should carry them out. He sarcastically begged
to remind his interlocutor that he was the captain

of the yacht.
c It won't do to shoot him, I suppose,' said the

Prince to Nella. c
I might bore a hole into his

leg, or something of that kind.'

c
It's rather risky, and rather hard on the poor

captain, with his extraordinary sense of duty,' said

Nella. c

And, besides, the whole crew might turn

on us. No, we must think of something else.'

c
I wonder where the crew is,' said the Prince.

Just then Mr. Jackson, prone and bound on

the deck, showed signs of recovering from his

swoon. His eyes opened, and he gazed vacantly
around. At length he caught sight of the Prince,

who approached him with the revolver well in view.
*
It's you, is it ?

'

he murmured faintly.
c What are you doing on board ? Who's tied me

up like this ?
'

c See here !

'

replied the Prince,
c
I don't want

to have any arguments, but this yacht must return

to Ostend at once, where you will be given up to

the authorities.'

<

Really !

'

snarled Mr. Tom Jackson.
c Shall

I !

' Then he called out in French to the man in

the wheel,
c

Hi, Andr6 ! let these two be put off at

the dinghy.'

It was a peculiar situation. Certain of nothing
M
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but the possession of Nella's revolver, the Prince

scarcely knew whether to carry the argument

further, and with stronger measures, or to accept

the situation with as much dignity as the circum-

stances would permit.
( Let us take the dinghy,' said Nella ;

c we can

row ashore in an hour.'

He felt that she was right. To leave the

yacht in such a manner seemed somewhat igno-

minious, and it certainly involved the escape of

that profound villain, Mr. Thomas Jackson. But

what else could be done ? The Prince and Nella

constituted one party on the vessel ; they knew

their own strength, but they did not know the

strength of their opponents. They held the

hostile ringleader bound and captive, but this man
had proved himself capable of giving orders, and

even to gag him would not help them if the

captain of the yacht persisted in his obstinate

course. Moreover, there was a distinct objection

to promiscuous shooting ; the Prince felt that ;

there was no knowing how promiscuous shooting

might end.
' We will take the dinghy,' said the Prince

quickly, to the captain.

A bell rang below, and a sailor and the negro

boy appeared on deck. The pulsations of the

screw grew less rapid. The yacht stopped. The



END OF THE YACHT ADVENTURE 163

dinghy was lowered. As the Prince and Nella

prepared to descend into the little cockboat Mr.

Tom Jackson addressed Nella, all bound as he lay.
c

Good-bye/ he said,
c
I shall see you again,

never fear.'

In another moment they were in the dinghy,
and the dinghy was adrift. The yacht's screw

churned the water, and the beautiful vessel slipped

away from them. As it receded a figure appeared
at the stern. It was Mr. Thomas Jackson. He
had been released by his minions. He held a

white handkerchief to his ear, and offered a calm,

enigmatic smile to the two forlorn but victorious

occupants of the dinghy. Jules had been defeated

for once in his life
; or perhaps it would be more

just to say that he had been out-manoeuvred.

Men like Jules are incapable of being defeated.

It was characteristic of his luck that now, in the

very hour when he had been caught red-handed

in a serious crime against society, he should be

effecting a leisurely escape an escape which left

no clue behind.

The sea was utterly calm and blue in the

morning sun. The dinghy rocked itself lazily in

the swell of the yacht's departure. As the mist

cleared away the outline of the shore became eorm

distinct, and it appeared as if Ostend was distant

scarcely a cable's length. The white dome of the

M 2
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great Kursaal glittered in the pale turquoise sky,

and the smoke of steamers in the harbour could

be plainly distinguished. In the offing was a

crowd of brown-sailed fishing luggers returning
with the night's catch. The many-hued bathing-
vans could be counted on the distant beach.

Everything seemed perfectly normal. It was

difficult for either Nella or her companion to

realise that anything extraordinary had happened
within the last hour. Yet there was the yacht,

not a mile off, to prove to them that something

very extraordinary had, in fact, happened. The

yacht was no vision, nor was that sinister watching

figure at its stern a vision, either.

c
I suppose Jules was too surprised and too

feeble to inquire how I came to be on board his

yacht,' said the Prince, taking the oars.

c Oh ! How did you ?
'

asked Nella, her face

lighting up.
c

Really, I had almost forgotten that

part of the affair.'

C
I must begin at the beginning, and it will

take some tim^' answered the Prince. * Had we
not better postpone the recital till we get ashore ?

'

c I wilt row and you shall talk,' said Nella.

c
I want to know now.'

He smiled happily at her, but gently declined

to yield up the oars.

c Is it not sufficient that I am here ?
'

he said.
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c It is sufficient, yes/ she replied,
c but I want

to know.'

With a long, easy stroke he was pulling the

dinghy shorewards. She sat in the stern-sheets.

c There is no rudder/ he remarked,
c so you

must direct me. Keep the boat's head on the

lighthouse. The tide seems to be running in

strongly ; that will help us. The people on shore

will think that we have only been for a little early

morning excursion.'

' Will you kindly tell me how it came about that

you were able to save my life, Prince ?
'

she said.

c Save your life, Miss Racksole ? I didn't

save your life ; I merely knocked a man down.'
c You saved my life,' she repeated.

c That

villain would have stopped at nothing.
I saw it

in his eye.'

'Then you were a brave woman, for you
showed no fear of death.' His admiring gaze
rested full on her. For a moment the oars ceased

to move.

She gave a gesture of impatience.
c It happened that I saw you last night in your

carriage,' he said. c The fact is, I had not had

the audacity to go to Berlin with my story. I

stopped in Ostend to see whether I could do a

little detective work on my own account. It was

a piece of good luck that I saw you. I followed
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the carriage as quickly as I could, and I just caught
a glimpse of you as you entered that awful house.

I knew that Jules had something to do with that

house. I guessed what you were doing. I was

afraid for you. Fortunately I had surveyed the

house pretty thoroughly. There is an entrance

to it at the back, from a narrow lane. I made

my way there. I got into the yard at the back,

and I stood under the window of the room where

you had the interview with Miss Spencer. I

heard everything that was said. It was a cour-

ageous enterprise on your part to follow Miss

Spencer from the Grand Babylon to Ostend.

Well, I dared not force an entrance, lest I might

precipitate matters too suddenly, and involve both

of us in a difficulty. I merely kept watch. Ah,
Miss Racksole ! you were magnificent with Miss

Spencer ; as I say, I could hear every word, for

the window was slightly open. I felt that you
needed no assistance from me. And then she

cheated you with a trick, and the revolver came

flying through the window. I picked it up ; I

thought it would probably be useful. There was

a silence. I did not guess at first that you had

fainted. I thought that you had escaped. When
I found out the truth it was too late for me to

intervene. There were two men, both desperate,

besides Miss Spencer
'
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c Who was the other man ?
'

asked Nella.
c
I do not know. It was dark. They drove

away with you to the harbour. Again I followed.

I saw them carry you on board. Before the

yacht weighed anchor I managed to climb unob-

served into the dinghy. I lay down full length
in it, and no one suspected that I was there. I

think you know the rest*
c Was the yacht all ready for sea ?

'

c The yacht was all ready for sea. The captain

fellow was on the bridge, and steam was up.'
* Then they expectedme ! How could that be ?'

'They expected some one. I do not think

they expected you.'
* Did the second man go on board ?

'

c He helped to carry you along the gangway,
but he came back again to the carriage. He was

the driver.'

c And no one else saw the business ?
'

c The quay was deserted. You see, the last

steamer had arrived for the night.'

There was a brief silence, and then Nella ejacu-

lated, under her breath,
c

Truly, it is a wonderful

world I

'

And it was a wonderful world for them,

though scarcely, perhaps, in the sense which Nella

Racksole had intended. They had but just

emerged from a highly disconcerting experience.
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Among other minor inconveniences, they had had

no breakfast. They were out in the sea in a tiny

boat. Neither of them knew what the day might

bring forth. The man, at least, had the most

serious anxieties for the safety of his Royal nephew.
And yet and yet neither of them wished that

that voyage of the little boat on the summer tide

should come to an end. Each, perhaps uncon-

sciously, had a vague desire that it might last for

ever, he lazily pulling, she directing his course at

intervals by a movement of her distractingly pretty
head. How was this condition of affairs to be

explained ? Well, they were both young ; they
both had superb health, and all the ardour of

youth ; and they were together. The boat was

very small indeed ; her face was scarcely a yard
from his. She, in his eyes, surrounded by the

glamour of beauty and vast wealth ; he, in her

eyes, surrounded by the glamour of masculine in-

trepidity and the brilliance of a throne.

But all voyages come to an end, either at the

shore or at the bottom of the sea, and at length
the dinghy passed between the stone jetties of the

harbour. The Prince rowed to the nearest steps,

tied up the boat, and they landed. It was six

o'clock in the morning, and a day of gorgeous

sunlight had opened. Few people were about at

that early hour.
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c And now, what next ?
'

said the Prince. '
I

must take you to a hotel/
c
I am in your hands,* she acquiesced, with a

smile which sent the blood racing through his

veins. He perceived now that she was tired and

overcome, suffering from a sudden and natural

reaction.

At the H6tel Wellington the Prince told the

sleepy door-keeper that they had come by the

early train from Bruges, and wanted breakfast at

once. It was absurdly early, but a common

English sovereign will work wonders in any

Belgian hotel, and in a very brief time Nella and

the Prince were breakfasting on the verandah of

the hotel upon chocolate that had been specially

and hastily brewed for them.
c
I never tasted such excellent chocolate/ ex-

claimed the Prince.

The statement was wildly untrue, for the H6tel

Wellington is not celebrated for its chocolate.

Nevertheless Nella replied enthusiastically,
c Nor

I.' Then there was a silence, and Nella, feeling

possibly that she had been too ecstatic, remarked

in a very matter-of-fact tone :
c
I must telegraph

to papa instantly.'

Thus it was that Theodore Racksole received

the telegram which drew him away from Detective

Marshall.
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CHAPTER XVI

THE WOMAN WITH THE RED HAT

c THERE is one thing, Prince, that we have just

got to settle straight off/ said Theodore Racksole.

They were all three seated Racksole, his

daughter, and Prince Aribert round a dinner

table in a private room at the H6tel Wellington.
Racksole had duly arrived by the afternoon boat,

and had been met on the quay by the other two.

They had dined early, and Racksole had heard the

full story of the adventures by sea and land of

Nella and the Prince. As to his own adventure of

the previous night he said very little, merely

explaining, with as little detail as possible, that

Dimmock's body had come to light.

What is that ?
'

asked the Prince, in answer

to Racksole's remark.
' We have got to settle whether we shall tell the

police at once all that has occurred, or whether we
shall proceed on our own responsibility. There

can be no doubt as to which course we ought to

pursue. Every consideration of prudence points
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to the advisability of taking the police into our

confidence, and leaving the matter entirely in their

hands.'
c
Oh, papa !

'

Nella burst out in her pouting,

impulsive way.
c You surely can't think of such

a thing. Why, the fun has only just begun.'
c Do you call last night fun ?

'

questioned

Racksole, gazing at her solemnly.
*
Yes, I do,' she said promptly.

c Now.'
*
Well, I don't,' was the millionaire's laconic

response ; but perhaps he was thinking ofhis own
situation in the lift.

c Do you not think we might investigate a little

further,' said the Prince judiciously, as he cracked

a walnut,
c

just a little further and then, if we
fail to accomplish anything, there would still be

ample opportunity to consult the police ?
'

< How do you suggest we should begin ?
'

asked

Racksole.
*
Well, there is the house which Miss Racksole

so intrepidly entered last evening
'

he gave her

the homage of an admiring glance ;

c

you and I,

Mr. Racksole, might examine that abode in detail.'

'To-night?'
c

Certainly. We might do something.'
c We might do too much.'
* For example ?

'

c We might shoot someone, or get ourselves
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mistaken for burglars. If we outstepped the law,

it would be no excuse for us that we had been

acting in a good cause.*

'

True/ said the Prince. c Nevertheless
'

He stopped.
c Nevertheless you have a distaste for bringing

the police into the business. You want the hunt

all to yourself. You are on fire with the ardour

of the chase. Is not that it ? Accept the advice

of an older man. Prince, and sleep on this affair. I

have little fancy for nocturnal escapades two nights

together. As for you, Nella, off with you to bed.

The Prince and I will have a yarn over such fluids

as can be obtained in this hole/

Papa,' she said,
c

you are perfectly horrid to-

night/
*

Perhaps I am,
1

he said. 'Decidedly I am

very cross with you for coming over here all alone.

It was monstrous. If I didn't happen to be the

most foolish of parents There ! Good-night.
It's nine o'clock. The Prince, I am sure, will

excuse you.'

If Nella had not really been very tired Prince

Aribert might have been the witness of a good-
natured but stubborn conflict between the million-

aire and his spirited offspring. As it was, Nella

departed with surprising docility, and the two men
were left alone.
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c
Now,' said Racksole suddenly, changing his

tone,
c I fancy that after all I'm your man for a

little amateur investigation to-night. And, if I

must speak the exact truth, I think that to sleep

on this affair would be about the very worst thing
we could do. But I was anxious to keep Nella

out of harm's way at any rate till to-morrow. She

is a very difficult creature to manage, Prince, and

I may warn you,' he laughed grimly,
c that if we

do succeed in doing anything to-night we shall

catch it from her ladyship in the morning. Are

you ready to take that risk ?
'

<
I am,' the Prince smiled. c But Miss Rack-

sole is a young lady of quite remarkable nerve.'

c She is,' said Racksole drily.
c
I wish some-

times she had less.'

c
I have the highest admiration for Miss Rack-

sole,' said the Prince, and he looked Miss

Racksole's father full in the face.

* You honour us, Prince,' Racksole observed.

'Let us come to business. Am I right in

assuming that you have a reason for keeping the

police out of this business, if it can possibly be

done?'
'

Yes,' said the Prince, and his brow clouded.
*
I am very much afraid that my poor nephew has

involved himself in some scrape that he would

wish not to be divulged.'
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* Then you do not believe that he is the victim

of foul play ?
'

<
I do not.

1

c And the reason, if I may ask it ?
*

c Mr. Racksole, we speak in confidence is it

not so ? Some years ago my foolish nephew had

an affair an affair with a feminine star of the

Berlin stage. For anything I know, the lady may
have been the very pattern of her sex, but where

a reigning Prince is concerned scandal cannot be

avoided in such a matter. I had thought that the

affair was quite at an end, since my nephew's
betrothal to Princess Anna of Eckstein-Schwartz-

burg is shortly to be announced. But yesterday
I saw the lady to whom I have referred driving
on the Digue. The coincidence of her presence
here with my nephew's disappearance is too extra-

ordinary to be disregarded/
c But how does this theory square with the

murder of Reginald Dimmock ?
'

< It does not square with it. My idea is that

the murder of poor Dimmock and the disappear-

ance of my nephew are entirely unconnected

unless, indeed, this Berlin actress is playing into

the hands of the murderers. I had not thought
of that.'

' Then what do you propose to do to-night ?
'

* I propose to enter the house which Miss
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Racksole entered last night and to find out some-

thing definite.'

c
I concur/ said Racksole. c

I shall heartily

enjoy it. But let me tell you. Prince, and pardon
me for speaking bluntly, your surmise is incorrect.

I would wager a hundred thousand dollars that

Prince Eugen has been kidnapped.'
c What grounds have you for being so sure ?

'

c Ah !

'

said Racksole,
c that is a long story.

Let me begin by asking you this. Are you aware

that your nephew, Prince Eugen, owes a million

of money ?
'

c A million of money !

'

cried Prince Aribert

astonished. c
It is impossible !

'

*

Nevertheless, -he does/ said Racksole calmly.

Then he told him all he had learnt from Mr.

Sampson Levi.
c What have you to say to that ?

'

Racksole

ended. Prince Aribert made no reply.
* What have you to say to that ?

'

Racksole

insisted.

c

Merely that Eugen is ruined, even if he is

alive.'

' Not at all,' Racksole returned with cheerful-

ness. c Not at all. We shall see about that.

The special thing that I want to know just now
from you is this : Has any previous application

ever beenmade for the hand of the Princess Anna ?'
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* Yes. Last year. The King of Bosnia sued

for it, but his proposal was declined.'

'Why?'
c Because my nephew was considered to be a

more suitable match for her.'

c Not because the personal character of his

Majesty of Bosnia is scarcely of the brightest ?
'

c No. Unfortunately, it is usually impossible
to consider questions of personal character when a

royal match is concerned.'

'Then, if for any reason the marriage of

Princess Anna with your nephew was frustrated, the

King of Bosnia would have a fair chance in that

quarter ?
'

c He would. The political aspect of things
would be perfectly satisfactory.'

c Thanks !

'

said Racksole. ' I will wager
another hundred thousand dollars that some one

in Bosnia I don't accuse the King himself is at

the bottom of this business. The methods of

Balkan politicians have always been half-Oriental.

Let us go.'
< Where?'
c To this precious house of Nella's adventure.'
* But surely it is too early ?

'

* So it is,' said Racksole,
c and we shall want a

few things, too. For instance, a dark lantern. I

think I will go out and forage for a lantern.'
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c And a revolver ?
'

suggested Prince Aribert.

c Does it mean revolvers ?
' The millionaire

laughed.
*
It may come to that.'

* Here you are, then, my friend,' said Racksole,

and he pulled one out of his hip pocket.
c And

yours ?
'

c

I,' said the Prince,
c
I have your daughter's.'

The deuce you have !

' murmured Racksole

to himself.

It was then half-past nine. They decided that

it would be impolitic to begin their operations till

after midnight. There were three hours to spare.
' Let us go and see the gambling/ Racksole

suggested.
c We might encounter the Berlin

lady/
The suggestion, in the first instance, was not

made seriously, but it appeared to both men that

they might do worse than spend the intervening
time in the gorgeous saloon of the Kursaal, where,

in the season, as much money is won and lost as

at Monte Carlo. It was striking ten o'clock as

they entered the rooms. There was a large com-

pany present a company which included some of

the most notorious persons in Europe. In that

multifarious assemblage all were equal. The
electric light shone coldly and impartially on the

just and on the unjust, on the fool and the knave,

N
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on the European and the Asiatic. As usual,

women monopolised the best places at the tables.

The scene was familiar enough to Prince Aribert,

who had witnessed it frequently at Monaco, but

Theodore Racksole had never before entered any

European gaming palace ; he had only the haziest

idea of the rules of play, and he was at once

interested. For some time they watched the play
at the table which happened to be nearest to them.

Racksole never moved his lips. With eyes glued
on the table, and ears open for every remark of

the players and the croupier, he took his first

lesson in roulette. He saw a mere youth win

fifteen thousand francs, which were stolen in the

most barefaced manner by a rouged girl scarcely

older than the youth ; he saw two old gamesters
stake their coins, and lose, and walk quietly out

of the place ; he saw the bank win fifty thousand

francs at a single turn.
c This is rather good fun/ he said at length,

c but the stakes are too small to make it really

exciting. I'll try my luck, just for the experience.
I'm bound to win.'

< Why ?' asked the Prince.
* Because I always do, in games of chance,'

Racksole answered with gay confidence. c lt is

my fate. Then to-night, you must remember, I

shall be a beginner, and you know the tyro's luck.'
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In ten minutes the croupier of that table was

obliged to suspend operations pending the arrival

of a further supply of coin.

c What did I tell you ?
'

said Racksole, leading
the way to another table further up the room. A
hundred curious glances went after him. One
old woman, whose gay attire suggested a false

youthfulness, begged him in French to stake a

five-franc piece for her. She offered him the coin.

He took it, and gave her a hundred-franc note in

exchange. She clutched the crisp rustling paper,

and with hysterical haste scuttled back to her own
table.

At the second table there was a considerable

air of excitement. In the forefront of the players

v/as a woman in a low-cut evening dress of black

silk and a large red picture hat. Her age appeared
to be about twenty-eight ; she had dark eyes, full

lips, and a distinctly Jewish nose. She was hand-

some, but her beauty was of that forbidding,

sinister order which is often called Junoesque.
This woman was the centre ofattraction. People
said to each other that she had won a hundred

and sixty thousand francs that day at the tables.

< You were right,* Prince Aribert whispered to

Theodore Racksole ;

c that is the Berlin lady/
c The deuce she is 1 Has she seen you ?

Will she know you ?
*

N2
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c She would probably know me, but she hasn't

looked up yet.'
c

Keep behind her, then. I propose to find her

a little occupation.'

By dint of a carefully-exercised diplomacy,
Racksole manoeuvred himself into a seat opposite

to the lady in the red hat. The fame of his

success at the other table had followed him, and

people regarded him as a serious and formidable

player. In the first turn the lady put a thousand

francs on double zero ; Racksole put a hundred

on number nineteen and a thousand on the odd

numbers. Nineteen won. Racksole received

four thousand four hundred francs. Nine times

in succession Racksole backed number nineteen

and the odd numbers ; nine times the lady backed

double zero. Nine times Racksole won and the

lady lost. The other players, perceiving that the

affair had resolved itself into a duel, stood back for

the most part and watched those two. Prince

Aribert never stirred from his position behind the

great red hat. The game continued. Racksole

lost trifles from time to time, but ninety-nine
hundredths of the luck was with him. As an

English spectator at the table remarked,
c he

couldn't do wrong.' When midnight struck the

lady in the red hat was reduced to a thousand

francs. Then she fell into a winning vein for half
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an hour, but at one o'clock her resources were

exhausted. Of the hundred and sixty thousand

francs which she was reputed to have had early in

the evening, Racksole held about ninety thousand,

and the bank had the rest. It was a calamity for

the Juno of the red hat. She jumped up, stamped
her foot, and hurried from the room. At a dis-

creet distance Racksole and the Prince pursued her.

'
It might be well to ascertain her movements,

1

said Racksole.

Outside, in the glare ofthe great arc lights, and

within sound of the surf which beats always at the

very foot of the Kursaal, the Juno of the red hat

summoned a fiacre and drove rapidly away. Rack-

sole and the Prince took an open carriage and

started in pursuit. They had not, however,
travelled more than half a mile when Prince

Aribert stopped the carnage, and, bidding Rack-

sole get out, paid the driver and dismissed him.
*
I feel sure I know where she is going,* he

explained,
c and it will be better for us to follow

on foot.'

c You mean she is making for the scene of last

night's affair ?
'

said Racksole.
c

Exactly. We shall what you call, kill two

birds with one stone.*

Prince Aribert's guess was correct. The lady's

carriage stopped in front of the house where Nella
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Racksole and Miss Spencer had had their interview

on the previous evening, and the lady vanished

into the building just as the two men appeared at

the end of the street. Instead ofproceeding along
that street, the Prince led Racksole to the lane

which gave on to the backs of the houses, and he

counted the houses as they went up the lane. In a

few minutes they had burglariously climbed over a

wall, and crept, with infinite caution, up a long,
narrow piece of ground half garden, half paved

yard, till they crouched under a window a

window which was shielded by curtains, but which

had been left open a little.

*
Listen,' said the Prince in his lightest whisper,

c

they are talking.'

'Who?'
c The Berlin lady and Miss Spencer. I'm sure

it's Miss Spencer's voice.'

Racksole boldly pushed the French window
a little wider open, and put his ear to the aperture^

through which came a beam of yellow light.
c Take my place,' he whispered to the Prince,

they're talking German. You'll understand

better/

Silently they exchanged places under the

window, and the Prince listened intently.
c Then you refuse ?

'

Miss Spencer's visitor was

saying.
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There was no answer from Miss Spencer.
' Not even a thousand francs ? I tell you I've

lost the whole twenty-five thousand.'

Again no answer.

'Then I'll tell the whole story,' the lady went

on, in an angry rush of words. c I did what I

promised to do. I enticed him here, and youVe
got him safe in your vile cellar, poor little man,
and you won't give me a paltry thousand francs.'

c You have already had your price.' The words

were Miss Spencer's. They fell cold and calm on

the night air.

'
I want another thousand.'

' I haven't it.'

'Then we'll see.'

Prince Aribert heard a rustle of flying skirts ;

then another movement a door banged, and the

beam of light through the aperture of the window

suddenly disappeared. He pushed the window

wide open. The room was in darkness, and

apparently empty.
c Now for that lantern of yours,' he said

eagerly to Theodore Racksole, after he had trans-

lated to him the conversation of the two women.

Racksole produced the dark lantern from the

capacious pocket of his dust coat, and lighted it.

The ray flashed about the ground.
' What is that ?

'

exclaimed Prince Aribert with
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a swift cry, pointing to the ground. The lantern

threw its light on a perpendicular grating at their

feet, through which could be discerned a cellar.

They both knelt down, and peered into the sub-

terranean chamber. On a broken chair a young
man sat listlessly with closed eyes, his head leaning

heavily forward on his chest. In the feeble light

of the lantern he had the livid and ghastly appear-

ance of a corpse.
c Who can it be ?

'

said Racksole.
c
It is Eugen,' was the Prince's low answer.
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CHAPTER XVII

THE RELEASE OF PRINCE EUGEN

'EuGEN,' Prince Aribert called softly. At the

sound of his own name the young man in the

cellar feebly raised his head and stared up at the

grating which separated him from his two rescuers.

But his features showed no recognition. He gazed
in an aimless, vague, silly manner for a few

seconds, his eyes blinking under the glare of the

lantern, and then his head slowly drooped again
on to his chest. He was dressed in a dark tweed

travelling suit, and Racksole observed that one

sleeve the left was torn across the upper part

of the cuff, and that there were stains of dirt on

the left shoulder. A soiled linen collar, which had

lost all its starch and was half unbuttoned, partially

encircled the captive's neck ; his brown boots were

unlaced ; a cap, a handkerchief, a portion of a

watch-chain, and a few gold coins lay on the floor.

Racksole flashed the lantern into the corners

of the cellar, but he could discover no other
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furniture except the chair on which the Hereditary
Prince of Posen sat and a small deal table on
which were a plate and a cup.

c

Eugen,' cried Prince Aribert once more, but

this time his forlorn nephew made no response

whatever, and then Aribert added in a low voice

to Racksole :
*

Perhaps he cannot see us clearly.'
( But he must surely recognise your voice,'

said Racksole, in a hard, gloomy tone.

There was a pause, and the two men above

ground looked at each other hesitatingly. Each

knew that they must enter that cellar and get
Prince Eugen out of it, and each was somehow
afraid to take the next step.

' Thank God he is not dead !

'

said Aribert.
* He may be worse than dead !

'

Racksole

replied.
' Worse than What do you mean ?

'

c I mean he may be mad.'
c
Come,' Aribert almost shouted, with a sudden

access of energy a wild impulse for action. And,

snatching the lantern from Racksole, he rushed

into the dark room where they had heard the con-

versation of Miss Spencer and the lady in the red

hat. For a moment Racksole did not stir from the

threshold of the window. c

Come,' Prince Aribert

repeated, and there was an imperious command in

his utterance. * What are you afraid of?
'
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* I don't know,' said Racksole, feeling stupid

and queer ;

* I don't know.* Then he marched

heavily after Prince Aribert into the room. On
the mantelpiece were a couple of candles which

had been blown out, and in a mechanical, unthink-

ing way, Racksole lighted them, and the two

men glanced round the room. It presented no

peculiar features : it was just an ordinary room,
rather small, rather mean, rather shabby, with an

ugly wall-paper and ugly pictures in ugly frames.

Thrown over a chair was a man's evening-dress

jacket. The door was closed. Prince Aribert

turned the knob, but he could not open it.

c
It's locked,' he said. c

Evidently they know
we're here.'

*

Nonsense,' said Racksole brusquely ;
* how

can they know ?
'

And, taking hold of the knob,
he violently shook the door, and it opened.

c
I

told you it wasn't locked,' he added, and this

small success of opening the door seemed to

steady the man. It was a curious psychological

effect, this terrorising (for it amounted to that)

of two courageous full-grown men by the mere

apparition of a helpless creature in a cellar.

Gradually they both recovered from it. The
next moment they were out in the passage which

led to the front door of the house. The front

door stood open. They looked into the street,
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up and down, but there was not a soul in sight.

The street, lighted by three gas-lamps only, seemed

strangely sinister and mysterious.
e She has gone, that's clear,

1

said Racksole,

meaning the woman with the red hat.
* And Miss Spencer after her, do you think ?*

questioned Aribert.

* No. She would stay. She would never dare

to leave. Let us find the cellar steps.'

The cellar steps were happily not difficult to

discover, for in moving a pace backwards Prince

Aribert had a narrow escape of precipitating
himself to the bottom of them. The lantern

showed that they were built on a curve. Silently

Racksole resumed possession of the lantern and

went first, the Prince close behind him. At the

foot was a short passage, and in this passage
crouched the figure of a woman. Her eyes threw

back the rays of the lantern, shining like a cat's at

midnight. Then, as the men went nearer, they
saw that it was Miss Spencer who barred their way.
She seemed half to kneel on the stone floor, and

in one hand she held what at first appeared to be

a dagger, but which proved to be nothing more
romantic than a rather long bread-knife.

<I heard you, I heard you,* she exclaimed.
* Get back ; you mustn't come here.

1

There was a desperate and dangerous look on
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her face, and her form shook with scarcely con-

trolled passionate energy.
* Now see here. Miss Spencer,' Racksole said

calmly,
c
I guess weVe had enough of this fandango.

You'd better get up and clear out, or we'll just

have to drag you off.'

He went calmly up to her, the lantern in his

hand. Without another word she struck the knife

into his arm, and the lantern fell extinguished.
Racksole gave a cry, rather of angry surprise than

of pain, and retreated a few steps. In the darkness

they could still perceive the glint of her eyes.

'I told you you mustn't come here/ the

woman said.
c Now get back.'

Racksole positively laughed. It was a queer

laugh, but he laughed, and he could not help it.

The idea of this woman, this bureau clerk, stop-

ping his progress and that of Prince Aribert by
means of a bread-knife aroused his sense of

humour. He struck a match, relighted the

candle, and faced Miss Spencer once more,
<
I'll do it again,' she said, with a note of hard

resolve.

c

Oh, no, you won't, my girl,'
said Racksole ;

and he pulled out his revolver, cocked it, raised

his hand.
c Put down that plaything of yours/ he said

firmly.
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c No/ she answered.
< I shall shoot/

She pressed her lips together.
*I shall shoot/ he repeated. 'One two-

three.'

Bang, bang ! He had fired twice, purposely

missing her.

Miss Spencer never blenched. Racksole was

tremendously surprised and he would have

been a thousandfold more surprised could he

have contrasted her behaviour now with her abject

terror on the previous evening when Nella had

threatened her.

You've got a bit of pluck/ he said,
( but it

won't help you. Why won't you let us pass ?
*

As a matter of fact, pluck was just what she

had not, really ; she had merely subordinated one

terror to another. She was desperately afraid of

Racksole's revolver, but she was much more afraid

of something else.

* Why won't you let us pass ?
l

c I daren't/ she said, with a plaintive tremor ;

c Tom put me in charge/
That was all. The men could see tears

running down her poor wrinkled face. Theodore

Racksole began to take off his light overcoat.
c
I see I must take my coat off to you/ he

said, and he almost smiled. Then, with a quick
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movement, he threw the coat over Miss Spencer's

head and flew at her, seizing both her arms, while

Prince Aribert assisted.

Her struggles ceased she was beaten.

That's all right,' said Racksole :
C
I could

never have used that revolver to mean business

with it, of course.*

They carried her, unresisting, upstairs and on

to the upper floor, where they locked her in a

bedroom. She lay in the bed as if exhausted.
c Now for my poor Eugen,' said Prince

Aribert.
c Don't you think we'd better search the house

first ?
'

Racksole suggested ;

c
it will be safer to

know just how we stand. We can't afford any
ambushes or things of that kind, you know.'

The Prince agreed, and they searched the

house from top to bottom, but found no one.

Then, having locked the front door and the French

window of the sitting-room, they proceeded again
to the cellar.

Here a new obstacle confronted them. The
cellar door was, of course, locked ; there was no

sign of a key, and it appeared to be a heavy door.

They were compelled to return to the bedroom

where Miss Spencer was incarcerated, in order to

demand the key of the cellar from her. She still

lay without movement on the bed.
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c Tom's got it,' she replied, faintly, to their

question :
* Tom's got it, I swear to you. He

took it for safety.'
c Then how do you feed your prisoner ?

'

Racksole asked sharply.
c

Through the grating,' she answered. .

Both men shuddered. They felt she was

speaking the truth. For the third time they went

to the cellar door. In vain Racksole thrust him-

self against it ; he could do no more than shake it.

* Let's try both together,' said Prince Aribert.
* Now !

'

There was a crack. c

Again,' said

Prince Aribert. There was another crack, and

then the upper hinge gave way. The rest was

easy. Over the wreck of the door they entered

Prince Eugen's prison.

The captive still sat on his chair. The terrific

noise and bustle of breaking down the door seemed

not to have aroused him from his lethargy, but

when Prince Aribert spoke to him in German he

looked at his uncle.

c Will you not come with us, Eugen ?
'

said

Prince Aribert ;

c

you needn't stay here any

longer, you know.'
c Leave me alone,' was the strange reply ;

c leave

me alone. What do you want ?
'

c We are here to get you out of this scrape/

said Airibert gently. Racksole stood aside.



THE RELEASE OF PRINCE EUGEN 193

c Who is that fellow ?
'

said Eugen sharply.
c That is my friend Mr. Racksole, an English-

man or rather, I should say, an American to

whom we owe a great deal. Come and have

supper, Eugen.'
c
I won't/ answered Eugen doggedly.

< I'm

waiting here for her. You didn't think anyone
had kept me here, did you, against my will ? I

tell you I'm waiting for her. She said she'd come.'
' Who is she ?

'

Aribert asked, humouring him.
c She ! Why, you know ! I forgot, of course,

you don't know. You mustn't ask. Don't pry,
Uncle Aribert. She was wearing a red hat.'

c
I'll take you to her, my dear Eugen.' Prince

Aribert put his hands on the other's shoulder, but

Eugen shook him offviolently, stood up, and then

sat down again.

Aribert looked at Racksole, and they both

looked at Prince Eugen. The latter's face was

flushed, and Racksole observed that the left pupil
was more dilated than the right. The man stared,

muttered odd, fragmentary scraps of sentences,

now grumbling, now whining.
c His mind is unhinged,' Racksole whispered

in English.
< Hush !

'

said Prince Aribert. * He under-

stands English.' But Prince Eugen took no

notice of the brief colloquy.
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c We had better get him upstairs, somehow,'
said Racksole.

'Yes,' Aribert assented. <Eugen, the lady

with the red hat, the lady you are waiting for, is

upstairs. She has sent us down to ask you to

come up. Won't you come ?
'

c Himmel 1

'

the poor fellow exclaimed, with a

kind of weak anger.
c Why did you not say this

before ?
'

He rose, staggered towards Aribert, and fell

headlong on the floor. He had swooned. The
two men raised him, carried him up the stone steps,

and laid him with infinite care on a sofa. He lay,

breathing queerly through the nostrils, his eyes

closed, his fingers contracted ; every now and then

a convulsion ran through his frame.
' One of us must fetch a doctor/ said Prince

Aribert.
'
I will,' said Racksole. At that moment there

was a quick, curt rap on the French window, and

both Racksole and the Prince glanced round

startled. A
girl's face was pressed against the

large window-pane. It was Nella's. Racksole

unfastened the catch, and she entered.
c
I have found you,' she said lightly ;

c

you

might have told me. I couldn't sleep. I inquired
from the hotel-folks if you had retired, and they
said no

; so I slipped out. I guessed where you
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were.' Racksole interrupted her with a question
as to what she meant by this escapade, but she

stopped him with a careless' gesture. 'What's

this ?
'

She pointed to the form on the sofa.

c That is my nephew. Prince Eugen,' said

Aribert.
* Hurt ?

'

she inquired coldly.
c I hope not.'

c He is ill,' said Racksole,
c his brain is turned.'

Nella began to examine the unconscious Prince

with the expert movements of a girl who had

passed through the best hospital course to be ob-

tained in New York.
' He has got brain fever,' she said.

* That is

all, but it will be enough. Do you know if there

is a bed anywhere in this remarkable house ?
'

o 2
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CHAPTER XVIII

IN THE NIGHT-TIME

c HE must on no account be moved/ said the dark

little Belgian doctor, whose eyes seemed to peer
so quizzically through his spectacles ; and he said

it with much positiveness.

That pronouncement rather settled their plans

for them. It was certainly a professional triumph
for Nella, who, previous to the doctor's arrival,

had told them the very same thing. Considerable

argument had passed before the doctor was sent

for. Prince Aribert was for keeping the whole

affair a deep secret among their three selves.

Theodore Racksole agreed so far, but he suggested
further that at no matter what risk they should

transport the patient over to England at once.

Racksole had an idea that he should feel safer in

that hotel of his, and better able to deal with any
situation that might arise. Nella scorned the idea.

In her quality of an amateur nurse, she assured

them that Prince Eugen was much more seriously

ill than either of them suspected, and she urged
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that they should take absolute possession of the

house, and keep possession till Prince Eugen was

convalescent.
c But what about the Spencer female ?

'

Rack-

sole had said.

*

Keep her where she is. Keep her a prisoner.

And hold the house against all comers. If Jules

should come back, simply defy him to enter

that is all. There are two of you, so you must

keep an eye on the former occupiers, if they

return, and on Miss Spencer, while I nurse the

patient. But first, you must send for a doctor.'

c Doctor !

*

Prince Aribert had said, alarmed.
c Will it not be necessary to make some awkward

explanation to the doctor ?
'

< Not at all !

'

she replied.
' Why should it

be ? In a place like Ostend doctors are far too

discreet to ask questions ; they see too much
to retain their curiosity. Besides, do you want

your nephew to die ?
'

Both the men were somewhat taken aback by
the girl's sagacious grasp of the situation, and it

came about that they began to obey her like

subordinates. She. told her father to sally forth

in search of a doctor, and he went. She gave
Prince Aribert certain other orders, and he

promptly executed them.

By the evening of the following day, every-
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thing was going smoothly. The doctor came and

departed several times, and sent medicine, and

seemed fairly optimistic as to the issue of the

illness. An old woman had been induced to come

in and cook and clean. Miss Spencer was

kept out of sight on the attic floor, pending some

decision as to what to do with her. And no one

outside the house had asked any questions. The
inhabitants of that particular street must have

been accustomed to strange behaviour on the part

of their neighbours, unaccountable appearances
and disappearances, strange flittings and arrivals.

This strong-minded and active trio Racksole,

Nella, and Prince Aribert might have been the

lawful and accustomed tenants of the house, for

any outward evidence to the contrary.

On the afternoon of the third day Prince

Eugen was distinctly and seriously worse. Nella

had sat up with him the previous night and

throughout the day. Her father had spent the

morning at the hotel, and Prince Aribert had kept
watch. The two men were never absent from the

house at the same time, and one of them always
did duty as sentinel at night. On this afternoon

Prince Aribert and Nella sat together in the

patient's bedroom. The doctor had just left.

Theodore Racksole was downstairs reading the
< New York Herald.' The Prince and Nella were
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near the window, which looked on to the back-

garden. It was a queer shabby little bedroom to

shelter the august body of a European personage
like Prince Eugen of Posen. Curiously enough,
both Nella and her father, ardent democrats though

they were, had been somehow impressed by the

royalty and importance ofthe fever-stricken Prince

impressed as they had never been by Aribert.

They had both felt that here, under their care, was

a species of individuality quite new to them, and

different from anything they had previously en-

countered. Even the gestures and tones of his

delirium had an air of abrupt yet condescending
command an imposing mixture of suavity and

haughtiness. As for Nella, she had been first struck

by the beautiful c E '

over a crown on the sleeves

of his linen, and by the signet ring on his pale,

emaciated hand. After all, these trifling outward

signs are at least as effective as others of deeper
but less obtrusive significance. The Racksoles,

too, duly marked the attitude of Prince Aribert to

his nephew : it was at once paternal and reverential ;

it disclosed clearly that Prince Aribert continued,

in spite of everything, to regard his nephew as his

sovereign lord and master, as a being surrounded

by a natural and inevitable pomp and awe. This

attitude, at the beginning, seemed false and unreal

to the Americans ; it seemed to them to be
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assumed ; but gradually they came to perceive
that they were mistaken, and that though America

might have cast out c the monarchical superstition/

nevertheless that c

superstition
'

had vigorously
survived in another part of the world.

c You and Mr. Racksole have been extra-

ordinarily kind to me/ said Prince Aribert very

quietly, after the two had sat some time in

silence.

' Why ? How ?
'

she asked unaffectedly.
c We are interested in this affair ourselves, you
know. It began at our hotel you mustn't forget

that, Prince.'
c
I don't/ he said. c

I forget nothing. But I

cannot help feeling that I have led you into a

strange entanglement. Why should you and Mr.

Racksole be here you who are supposed to be

on a holiday ! hiding in a strange house in a

foreign country, subject to all sorts of annoyances
and all sorts of risks, simply because I am anxious

to avoid scandal, to avoid any sort of talk, in

connection with my misguided nephew ? It is

nothing to you that the Hereditary Prince of

Posen should be liable to a public disgrace. What
will it matter to you if the throne ofPosen becomes

the laughing-stock of Europe ?
'

C
I really don't know, Prince/ Nella smiled

roguishly.
c But we Americans have a habit of
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going right through with anything we have

begun.'
c Ah !

'

he said, who knows how this thing

will end ? All our trouble, our anxieties, our

watchfulness, may come to nothing. I tell you
that when I see Eugen lying there, and think that

we cannot learn his story until he recovers, I am

ready to go mad. We might be arranging things,

making matters smooth, preparing for the future,

if only we knew knew what he can tell us. I

tell you that 1 am ready to go mad. If anything
should happen to you, Miss Racksole, I would

kill myself/
c But why ?

'

she questioned.
c

Supposing,
that is, that anything could happen to me which

it can't.'

c Because I have dragged you into this,' he

replied, gazing at her. c
It is nothing to you.

You are only being kind.'

c How do you know it is nothing to me,
Prince ?

'

she asked him quickly.

Just then the sick man made a convulsive

movement, and Nella flew to the bed and soothed

him. From the head of the bed she looked over

at Prince Aribert, and he returned her bright,

excited glance. She was in her travelling-frock,

with a large white Belgian apron tied over it.

Large dark circles of fatigue and sleeplessness
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surrounded her eyes, and to the Prince her cheek

seemed hollow and thin ; her hair lay thick over

the temples, half covering the ears. Aribert gave
no answer to her query merely gazed at her with

melancholy intensity.
c
I think I will go and rest,' she said at last.

c You will know all about the medicine.'
'

Sleep well/ he said, as he softly opened the

door for her. And then he was alone with Eugen,
It was his turn that night to watch, for they

still half-expected some strange, sudden visit, or

onslaught, or move of one kind or another, from

Jules. Racksole slept in the parlour on the ground
floor. Nella had the front bedroom on the

first floor ; Miss Spencer was immured in the

attic ; the last-named lady had been singularly

quiet and incurious, taking her food from Nella

and asking no questions ; the old woman went at

nights to her own abode in the purlieus of the

harbour. Hour after hour Aribert sat silent by
his nephew's bedside, attending mechanically to his

wants, and every now and then gazing hard into

the vacant, anguished face, as if trying to extort

from that mask the secrets which it held. Aribert

was tortured by the idea that if he could have

only half an hour's, only a quarter of an hour's,

rational speech with Prince Eugen, all might be

cleared up and put right, and by the fact that that
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rational talk was absolutely impossible on Eugen's

part until the fever had run its course. As the

minutes crept on to midnight the watcher, made

nervous by the intense, electrical atmosphere
which seems always to surround a person who
is dangerously ill, grew more and more a prey to

vague and terrible apprehensions. His mind dwelt

hysterically on the most fatal possibilities. He
wondered what would occur if by any ill-chance

Eugen should die in that bed how he would

explain the affair to Posen and to the Emperor,
how he would justify himself. He saw himself

being tried for murder, sentenced (him a Prince

of the blood
!),

led to the scaffold ... a scene

unparalleled in Europe for over a century ! . . .

Then he gazed anew at the sick man, and thought
he saw death in every drawn feature of that

agonised face. He could have screamed aloud.

His ears heard a peculiar resonant boom. He
started it was nothing but the city clock striking

twelve. But there was another sound a mys-
terious shuffle at the door. He listened ; then

jumped from his chair. Nothing now ! Nothing !

But still he felt drawn to the door, and after what

seemed an interminable interval he went and

opened it, his heart beating furiously. Nella lay

in a heap on the door mat. She was fully dressed,

but had apparently lost consciousness. He
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clutched at her slender body, picked her up,
carried her to the chair by the fire-place, and laid

her in it. He had forgotten all about Eugen.
c What is it, my angel ?

'

he whispered, and

then he kissed her kissed her twice. He could

only look at her ; he did not know what to do to

succour her.

At last she opened her eyes and sighed.
c Where am I ?

'

she asked vaguely, in a tremu-

lous tone. c Ah !

'

as she recognised him. c Is it

you ? Did I do anything silly ? Did 1 faint ?
'

c What has happened ? Were you ill ?
'

he

questioned anxiously. He was kneeling at her

feet, holding her hand tight.
c
I saw Jules by the side of my bed,' she mur-

mured ;

* I'm sure I saw him
; he laughed at me.

I had not undressed. I sprang up, frightened, but

he had gone, and then I ran downstairs to you/
c You were dreaming,' he soothed her.

< Was I ?
'

c You must have been. I have not heard a

sound. No one could have entered. But if you
like I will wake Mr. Racksole.'

*

Perhaps I was dreaming,' she admitted.
< How foolish !

'

c You were over-tired/ he said, still un-

consciously holding her hand. They gazed at

each other. She smiled at him.
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c You kissed me,' she said suddenly, and he

blushed red and stood up before her. c Why did

you kiss me ?
'

c Ah ! Miss Racksole,' he murmured, hurrying
the words out. '

Forgive me. It is unforgivable,
but forgive me. I was overpowered by my feel-

ings. I did not know what I was doing.'
c Why did you kiss me ?

'

she repeated.
c Because Nella ! I love you. I have no

right to say it ?
'

c Why have you no right to say it ?
'

' If Eugen dies, I shall owe a duty to Posen

I shall be its ruler.'

c Well !

'

she said calmly, with an adorable

confidence. c

Papa is worth forty millions.

Would you not abdicate ?
'

c Ah !

'

he gave a low cry.
c Will you force me

to say these things ? I could not shirk my duty to

Posen, and the reigning Prince of Posen can only

marry a Princess.'

'But Prince Eugen will live,' she said positively,
c and if he lives

'

'Then I shall be free. I would renounce all

my rights to make you mine, if if
'

< If what, Prince ?'

* If you would deign to accept my hand.
'

Am I, then, rich enough ?'

< Nella !

' He bent down to her.
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Then there was a crash of breaking glass.

Aribert went to the window and opened it. In

the starlit gloom he could see that a ladder had

been raised against the back of the house. He
thought he heard footsteps at the end of the

garden.
c
lt was Jules/ he exclaimed to Nella, and

without another word rushed upstairs to the

attic. The attic was empty. Miss Spencer had

mysteriously vanished.
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CHAPTER XIX

ROYALTY AT THE GRAND BABYLON

THE Royal apartments at the Grand Babylon are

famous in the world of hotels, and indeed else-

where, as being, in their own way, unsurpassed.
Some of the palaces of Germany, and in particular

those of the mad Ludwig of Bavaria, may possess

rooms and saloons which outshine them in

gorgeous luxury and the mere wild fairy-like

extravagance of wealth ; but there is nothing,

anywhere, even on Eighth Avenue, New York,
which can fairly be called more complete, more

perfect, more enticing, or not least important
more comfortable. The suite consists of six

chambers the ante-room, the saloon or audience

chamber, the dining-room, the yellow drawing-
room (where Royalty receives its friends), the

library, and the State bedroom to the last ofwhich

we have already been introduced. The most im-

portant and most impressive of these six is,

of course, the audience chamber, an apartment

fifty feet long by forty feet broad, with a superb
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outlook over the Thames, the Shot Tower, and

the higher signals of the South-Western Railway.
The decoration of this room is mainly in the

German taste, since four out of every six of its

Royal occupants are of Teutonic blood ; but its

chief glory is its French ceiling, a masterpiece by

Fragonard, taken bodily from a certain famous

Palace on the Loire. The walls are of panelled

oak, with an eight-foot dado of Arras cloth imi-

tated from unique Continental examples. The

carpet, woven in one piece, is an antique specimen
of the finest Turkish work, and it was obtained,

a bargain, by Felix Babylon, from an impecunious
Roumanian Prince. The silver candelabra, now
fitted with electric light, came from the Rhine, and

each has a separate history. The Royal chair

it is not etiquette to call it a throne, though it

amounts to a throne was looted by Napoleon
from an Austrian city, and bought by Felix Baby-
lon at the sale of a French collector. At each

corner of the room stands a gigantic grotesque
vase of German fa'tence of the sixteenth century.

These were presented to Felix Babylon by William

the First of Germany, upon the conclusion of his

first incognito visit to London in connection with

the French trouble of 1875. There is only one

picture in the audience chamber. It is a portrait

of the luckless but noble Dom Pedro, Emperor
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of the Brazils. Given to Felix Babylon by Dom
Pedro himself, it hangs there solitary and sublime

as a reminder to Kings and Princes that Empires

may pass away and greatness fall. A certain

Prince who was occupying the suite during the

Jubilee of 1887 when the Grand Babylon had

seven persons of Royal blood under its roof sent

a curt message to Felix that the portrait must be

removed. Felix respectfully declined to remove

it, and the Prince left for another hotel, where he

was robbed of two thousand pounds' worth ot

jewellery. The Royal audience chamber of the

Grand Babylon, if people only knew it, is one ofthe

sights of London ;
but it is never shown, and if

you ask the hotel servants about its wonders they
will tell you only foolish facts concerning it, as

that the Turkey carpet costs fifty pounds to clean,

and that one of the great vases is cracked across

the pedestal, owing to the rough treatment accorded

to it during a riotous game of Blind Man's Buff,

played one night by four young Princesses, a

Balkan King, and his aides-de-camp.
In one of the window recesses of this magnifi-

cent apartment, on a certain afternoon in late July,

stood Prince Aribert of Posen. He was faultlessly

dressed in the conventional frock-coat of English

civilisation, with a gardenia in his button-hole, and

the indispensable crease down the front of the

p
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trousers. He seemed to be fairly amused, and

also to expect some one, for at frequent intervals

he looked rapidly over his shoulder in the direc-

tion of the door behind the Royal chair. At last

a little wizened, stooping old man, with a distinctly

German cast of countenance, appeared through the

door, and laid some papers on a small table by the

side of the chair.

c

Ah, Hans, my old friend !

'

said Aribert,

approaching the old man. <
I must have a little talk

with you about one or two matters. How do you
find his Royal Highness ?

'

The old man saluted, military fashion. c Not

very well, your Highness,' he answered. 'I've

been valet to your Highness's nephew since his

majority, and I was valet to his Royal father before

him, but I never saw
' He stopped, and

threw up his wrinkled hands deprecatingly.
c You never saw what ?

'

Aribert smiled affec-

tionately on the old fellow. You could perceive

that these two, so sharply differentiated in rank,

had been intimate in the past, and would be inti-

mate again.
c Do you know, my Prince/ said the old man,

' that we are to receive the financier, Sampson Levi

is that his name ? in the audience chamber ?

Surely, if I may humbly suggest, the library would

have been good enough for a financier ?
'
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c One would have thought so/ agreed Prince

Aribert,
c but perhaps your master has a special

reason. Tell me/ he went on, changing the sub-

ject quickly,
* how came it that you left the Prince,

my nephew, at Ostend, and returned to Posen ?
*

c His orders, Prince/ and old Hans, who had

had a wide experience of Royal whims and knew
half the secrets of the Courts of Europe, gave
Aribert a look which might have meant anything.
c He sent me back on an an errand, your High-
ness.'

c And you were to rejoin him here ?'

c

Just so, Highness. And I did rejoin him

here, although, to tell the truth, I had begun to

fear that I might never see my master again.'
c The Prince has been very ill in Ostend, Hans.

1

c So I have gathered/ Hans responded drily,

slowly rubbing his hands together. 'And his

Highness is not yet perfectly recovered.'

'Not yet. We despaired of his life, Hans, at

one time, but thanks to an excellent constitution,

he came safely through the ordeal.'

* We must take care of him, your Highness.'
*

Yes, indeed/ said Aribert solemnly,
c his life

is very precious to Posen.'

At that moment, Eugen, Hereditary Prince of

Posen, entered the audience chamber. He was

pale and languid, and his uniform seemed to be a

F2
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trouble to him. His hair had been slightly ruffled,

and there was a look of uneasiness, almost of

alarmed unrest, in his fine dark eyes. He was

like a man who is afraid to look behind him lest

he should see something there which ought not to

be there. But at the same time, here beyond
doubt was Royalty. Nothing could have been

more striking than the contrast between Eugen, a

sick man in the shabby house at Ostendx and this

Prince Eugen in the Royal apartments of the

Grand Babylon Hotel, surrounded by the luxury and

pomp which modern civilisation can offer to those

born in high places. All the desperate episode of

Ostend was now hidden, passed over. It was sup-

posed never to have occurred. It existed only
like a secret shame in the hearts of those who had

witnessed it. Prince Eugen had recovered
; at

any rate, he was convalescent, and he had been re-

moved to London, where he took up again the

dropped thread of his princely life. The lady with

the red hat, the incorruptible and savage Miss

Spencer, the unscrupulous and brilliant Jules, the

dark, damp cellar, the horrible little bedroom
these things were over. Thanks to Prince Aribert

and the Racksoles, he had emerged from them in

safety. He was able to resume his public and

official career. The Emperor had been informed

of his safe arrival in London, after an unavoidable
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delay in Ostend ; his name once more figured in

the Court chronicle of the newspapers. In short,

everything was smothered over. Only only

Jules, Rocco, and Miss Spencer were still at large ;

and the body of Reginald Dimmock lay buried in

the domestic mausoleum of the palace at Posen ;

and Prince Eugen had still to interview Mr.

Sampson Levi.

That various matters lay heavy on the mind
of Prince Eugen was beyond question. He
seemed to have withdrawn within himself.

Despite the extraordinary experiences through
which he had recently passed, events which called

aloud for explanations and confidence between the

nephew and the uncle, he would say scarcely a

word to Prince Aribert. Any allusion, however

direct, to the days at Ostend, was ignored by him

with more or less ingenuity, and Prince Aribert

was really no nearer a full solution of the mystery
of Jules' plot than he had been on the night when

he and Racksole visited the gaming tables at

Ostend. Eugen was well aware that he had been

kidnapped through the agency of the woman in

the red hat, but, doubtless ashamed at having been

her dupe, he would not proceed in any way with

the clearing-up of the matter.
* You will receive in this room, Eugen ?

'

Aribert questioned him.
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'
Yes,' was the answer, given pettishly.

* Why
not ? Even if I have no proper retinue here,

surely that is no reason why I should not hold

audience in a proper manner ? . . . Hans, you
can go/ The old valet promptly disappeared.
'
Aribert,' the Hereditary Prince continued, when

they were alone in the chamber,
c

you think I am
mad.'

c My dear Eugen,* said Prince Aribert, startled

in spite of himself. c Don't be absurd.'

<
I say you think I am mad. You think that

that attack of brain fever has left its permanent
mark on me. Well, perhaps I am mad. Who
can tell ? God knows that I have been through

enough lately to drive me mad.'

Aribert made no reply. As a matter of strict

fact, the thought had crossed his mind that Eugen's
brain had not yet recovered its normal tone and

activity. This speech of his nephew's, however,

had the effect of immediately restoring his belief in

the latter's entire sanity. He felt convinced that

if only he could regain his nephew's confidence, the

old brotherly confidence which had existed between

them since the years when they played together as

boys, all might yet be well. But at present there

appeared to be no sign that Eugen meant to give
his confidence to any one. The young Prince had

come up out of the valley of the shadow of death,
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but some of the valley's shadow had clung to him,
and it seemed he was unable to dissipate it.

c

By the way/ said Eugen suddenly,
c
I must

reward these Racksoles, I suppose. I am indeed

grateful to them. If I gave the girl a bracelet,

and the father a thousand guineas how would

that meet the case ?
'

c My dear Eugen !

'

exclaimed Aribert aghast.
1A thousand guineas ! Do you know that Theodore

Racksole could buy up all Posen from end to end

without making himself a pauper. A thousand

guineas ! You might as well offer him sixpence.'
c Then what must I offer ?

'

c

Nothing, except your thanks. Anything else

would be an insult. These are no ordinary hotel

people.'
c Can't I give the little girl a bracelet ?

'

Prince

Eugen gave a sinister laugh.

Aribert looked at him steadily. 'No,' he

said.

c Why did you kiss her that night ?
'

asked

Prince Eugen carelessly.
c Kiss whom ?

'

said Aribert, blushing and

angry, despite his most determined efforts to keep
calm and unconcerned.

c The Racksole
girl.'

' When do you mean ?
f

*
I mean,' said Prince Eugen,

c that night in
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Ostend when I was ill. You thought I was in

a delirium. Perhaps I was. But somehow I

remember that with extraordinary distinction. I

remember raising my head for a fraction of an

instant, and just in that fraction of an instant

you kissed her. Oh, Uncle Aribert !

'

c

Listen, Eugen, for God's sake. I love Nella

Racksole. I shall marry her.'

c You !

'

There was a long pause, and then

Eugen laughed.
< Ah !

'

he said. 'They all

talk like that to start with. I have talked like

that myself, dear uncle ; it sounds nice, and it

means nothing/
c ln this case it means everything, Eugen,'

said Aribert quietly.

Some accent of determination in the latter's

tone made Eugen rather more serious.

c You can't marry her,' he said. ( The Emperor
won't permit a morganatic marriage.'

'The Emperor has nothing to do with the

affair. I shall renounce my rights.
I shall become

a plain citizen.'

c In which case you will have no fortune to

speak of.'

c But my wife will have a fortune. Knowing the

sacrifices which I shall have made in order to marry

her, she will not hesitate to place that fortune in my
hands for our mutual use,' said Aribert stiffly.
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c You will decidedly be rich/ mused Eugen,
as his ideas dwelt on Theodore Racksole's reputed
wealth. c But have you thought of this,' he

asked, and his mild eyes glowed again in a sort

of madness. c Have you thought that I am un-

married, and might die at any moment, and then

the throne will descend to you to you, Aribert ?
'

c The throne will never descend to me, Eugen,'
said Aribert softly,

c for you will live. You are

thoroughly convalescent. You have nothing to

fear/
*
It is the next seven days that I fear/ said

Eugen.
c The next seven days ! Why ?

'

'
I do not know. But I fear them. If I can

survive them
'

c Mr. Sampson Levi, sire/ Hans announced

in a loud tone.
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CHAPTER XX

MR. SAMPSON LEVI BIDS PRINCE EUGEN

GOOD-MORNING

PRINCE EUGEN started. c
I will see him/ he

said, with a gesture to Hans as if to indicate that

Mr. Sampson Levi might enter at once.
c
I beg one moment first/ said Aribert, laying

a hand gently on his nephew's arm, and giving
old Hans a glance which had the effect of precipi-

tating that admirably trained servant through the

doorway.
c What is it ?

'

asked Prince Eugen crossly.
c Why this sudden seriousness ? Don't forget

that I have an appointment with Mr. Sampson
Levi, and must not keep him waiting. Some one

said that punctuality is the politeness of princes.'
c

Eugen/ said Aribert,
'
I wish you to be as

serious as I am. Why cannot we have faith in

each other ? I want to help you. I have helped

you. You are my titular Sovereign ;
but on the

other hand I have the honour to be your uncle :
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I have the honour to be the same age as you, and

to have been your companion from youth up.

Give me your confidence. I thought you had given
it me years ago, but I have lately discovered that

you had your secrets, even then. And now,
since your illness, you are still more secretive.'

c What do you mean, Aribert ?
'

said Eugen,
in a tone which might have been either inimical or

friendly.
c What do you want to say ?

'

c
Well, in the first place, I want to say that you

will not succeed with the estimable Mr. Sampson
Levi.'

c Shall I not ?
'

said Eugen lightly.
c How do

you know what my business is with him ?
'

c Suffice it to say that I know. You will never

get that million pounds out of him.'

Prince Eugen gasped, and then swallowed his

excitement. c Who has been talking ? What
million ?

'

His eyes wandered uneasily round the

room. c Ah !

'

he said, pretending to laugh.
c
I

see how it is. I have been chattering in my
delirium. You mustn't take any notice of that,

Aribert. When one has a fever one's ideas

become grotesque and fanciful.'

* You never talked in your delirium,' Aribert

replied ;

c at least not about yourself. I knew
about this projected loan before I saw you in

Ostend.'
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c Who told you ?
*

demanded Eugen fiercely.
c Then you admit that you are trying to raise

a loan ?
*

c
I admit nothing. Who told you ?

'

c Theodore Racksole, the millionaire. These

rich men have no secrets from each other. They
form a coterie, closer than any coterie of ours,

Eugen, and far more powerful. They talk, and

in talking they rule the world, these millionaires.

They are the real monarchs.'
c Curse them !

'

said Eugen.
e

Yes, perhaps so. But let me return to your
case. Imagine my shame, my disgust, when I

found that Racksole could tell me more about

your affairs than I knew myself. Happily, he is

a good fellow ; one can trust him ; otherwise I

should have been tempted to do something des-

perate when I discovered that all your private

history was in his hands. Eugen, let us come to

the point ; why do you want that million ? Is it

actually true that you are so deeply in debt ? I

have no desire to improve the occasion. I merely
ask.'

c And what if I do owe a million ?
'

said Prince

Eugen with assumed valour.

c

Oh, nothing, my dear Eugen, nothing.

Only it is rather a large sum to have scattered in

ten years, is it not ? How did you manage it/
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Don't ask me, Aribert. I've been a fool.

But I swear to you that the woman whom you
call

" the lady in the red hat
"

is the last of my
follies. I am about to take a wife, and become a

respectable Prince.'

'Then the engagement with Princess Anna
is an accomplished fact ?

'

*

Practically so. As soon as I have settled with

Levi, all will be smooth. Aribert, I wouldn't lose

Anna for the Imperial throne. She is a good
and pure woman, and I love her as a man might
love an angel.'

c And yet you would deceive her as to your
debts, Eugen ?

'

' Not her, but her absurd parents, and perhaps
the Emperor. They have heard rumours, and I

must set those rumours at rest by presenting to

them a clean sheet.'

*
I am glad you have been frank with me,

Eugen,' said Prince Aribert,
c but I will be plain

with you. You will never marry the Princess

Anna.'
* And why ?

'

said Eugen, supercilious again.
' Because her parents will not permit it.

Because you will not be able to present a clean

sheet to them. Because this Sampson Levi will

never lend you a million.'

c

Explain yourself.'
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c
I propose to do so. You were kidnapped

it is a horrid word, but we must use it in Ostend.'
< True/
c Do you know why ?

'

C
I suppose because that vile old red-hatted

woman and her accomplices wanted to get some

money out of me. Fortunately, thanks to you,

they didn't/
c Not at all,' said Aribert. c

They wanted no

money from you. They knew well enough that

you had no money. They knew you were the

naughty schoolboy among European Princes, with

no sense of responsibility or of duty towards your

kingdom. Shall I tell you why they kidnapped

you ?
'

c When you have done abusing me, my dear

uncle/
c

They kidnapped you merely to keep you out

of England for a few days, merely to compel you
to fail in your appointment with Sampson Levi.

And it appears to me that they succeeded. Assum-

ing that you don't obtain the money from Levi, is

there another financier in all Europe from whom

you can get it on such strange security as you
have to offer ?

'

c

Possibly there is not/ said Prince Eugen
calmly.

c

But, you see, I shall get it from

Sampson Levi. Levi promised it, and I know
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from other sources that he is a man of his word.

He said that the money, subject to certain formal-

ities, would be available till
'

' Till ?
'

'Till the end of June.'
' And it is now the end of July.'
c
Well, what is a month ? He is only too glad

to lend the money. He will get excellent interest.

How on earth have you got into your sage old

head this notion of a plot against me ? The idea

is ridiculous. A plot against me ? What for ?
*

c Have you ever thought of Bosnia ?
'

asked

Aribert coldly.
< What of Bosnia ?

'

c
I need not tell you that the King of Bosnia

is naturally under obligations to Austria, to whom
he owes his crown. Austria is anxious for him to

make a good influential marriage.'
<

Well, let him.'
c He is going to. He is going to marry the

Princess Anna.'
< Not while I live. He made overtures there

a year ago, and was rebuffed.'
c Yes ; but he will make overtures again, and

this time he will not be rebuffed. Oh, Eugen !

can't you see that this plot against you is being

engineered by some persons who know all about

your affairs, and whose desire is to prevent your
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marriage with Princess Anna ? Only one man in

Europe can have any motive for wishing to

prevent your marriage with Princess Anna, and

that is the man who means to marry her himself.'

Eugen went very pale.
c

Then, Aribert, do you mean to convey to me
that my detention in Ostend was contrived by the

agents of the King of Bosnia ?
'

I do/
* With a view to stopping my negotiations with

Sampson Levi, and so putting an end to the pos-

sibility of my marriage with Anna ?
'

Aribert nodded.
c You are a good friend to me, Aribert. You

mean well. But you are mistaken. You have

been worrying about nothing/
c Have you forgotten about Reginald Dim-

mock ?
'

4
1 remember you said that he had died/

c
I said nothing of the sort. I said that he

had been assassinated. That was part of it, my
poor Eugen.'

c Pooh !

'

said Eugen.
c
I don't believe he

was assassinated. And as for Sampson Levi, I

will bet you a thousand marks that he and I come

to terms this morning, and that the million is in

my hands before I leave London.' Aribert shook

his head.
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c You seem to be pretty sure of Mr. Levi's

character. Have you had much to do with him

before?
7

c

Well/ Eugen hesitated a second,
' a little.

What young man in my position hasn't had some-

thing to do with Mr. Sampson Levi at one time

or another ?
'

c
I haven't/ said Aribert.

c You ! You are a fossil/ He rang a silver

bell.
c Hans ! I will receive Mr. Sampson Levi.'

Whereupon Aribert discreetly departed, and

Prince Eugen sat down in the great velvet chair,

and began to look at the papers which Hans had

previously placed upon the table.

'

Good-morning, your Royal Highness,' said

Sampson Levi, bowing as he entered. c
I trust

your Royal Highness is well.'

c

Moderately, thanks,' returned the Prince.

In spite of the fact that he had had as much
to do with people of Royal blood as any plain

man in Europe, Sampson Levi had never yet

learned how to be at ease with these exalted

individuals during the first few minutes of an

interview. Afterwards, he resumed command of

himself and his faculties, but at the beginning he

was invariably flustered, scarlet of face, and

inclined to perspiration.
* We will proceed to business at once,' said

Q
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Prince Eugen.
c Will you take a seat, Mr.

Levi?'
c
I thank your Royal Highness.'

c Now* as to that loan which we had already

practically arranged a million, I think it was/ said

the Prince airily.
c A million,' Levi acquiesced, toying with his

enormous watch chain.
c

Everything is now in order. Here are the

papers, and I should like to finish the matter up
at once.'

c

Exactly, your Highness, but
'

1 But what ? You months ago expressed the

warmest satisfaction at the security, though I am

quite prepared to admit that the security is of

rather an unusual nature. You also agreed to

the rate of interest. It is not everyone, Mr.

Levi, who can lend out a million at 5^ per cent.

And in ten years the whole amount will be paid
back. I er I believe I informed you that the

fortune of Princess Anna, who is about to accept

my hand, will ultimately amount to something
like

fifty millions of marks, which is over two

million pounds in your English money.' Prince

Eugen stopped. He had no fancy for talking in

this confidential manner to financiers, but he felt

that circumstances demanded it.

4 You see, it's like this, your Royal Highness,'
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began Mr. Sampson Levi, in his homely English
idiom. *

It's like this. I said I could keep that

bit of money available till the end of June, and

you were to give me an interview here before that

date. Not having heard from your Highness,
and not knowing your Highnesses address, though

my German agents made every inquiry, I con-

cluded that you had made other arrangements,

money being so cheap this last few months.
1

*
I was unfortunately detained at Ostend,' said

Prince Eugen, with as much haughtiness as he

could assume, *by by important business. I

have made no other arrangements, and I shall

have need of the million. If you will be so good
as to pay it to my London bankers

*

c I'm very sorry,' said Mr. Sampson Levi, with

a tremendous and dazzling air of politeness, which

surprised even himself,
c but my syndicate has now

lent the money elsewhere. It's in South America

I don't mind telling your Highness that we've

lent it to the Chilian Government.'

'Hang the Chilian Government, Mr. Levi,'

exclaimed the Prince, and he went white. '
I must

have that million. It was an arrangement.'
c
It was an arrangement, I admit,' said Mr.

Sampson Levi, 'but your Highness broke the

arrangement.'

There was a long silence.

Q2
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* Do you mean to say,' began the Prince with

tense calmness,
c that you are not in a position to

let me have that million ?
'

c
I could let your Highness have a million in

a couple of years time.'

The Prince made a gesture of annoyance.
c Mr. Levi,' he said,

' if you do not place the

money in my hands to-morrow you will ruin

one of the oldest of reigning families, and,

incidentally, you will alter the map of Europe.
You are not keeping faith, and I had relied on

you.'
* Pardon me, your Highness,' said little Levi,

rising in resentment,
c
it is not I who have not

kept faith. I beg to repeat that the money is no

longer at my disposal, and to bid your Highness

good-morning.'
And Mr. Sampson Levi left the audience-

chamber with an awkward, aggrieved bow.

It was a scene characteristic of the end of the

nineteenth century an overfed, commonplace,

pursy little man who had been born in a Brixton

semi-detached villa, and whose highest idea of

pleasure was a Sunday up the river in an

expensive electric launch, confronting and utterly

routing, in a hotel belonging to an American

millionaire, the representative of a race of men
who had fingered every page of European history
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for centuries, and who still, in their native castles,

were surrounded with every outward circumstance

of pomp and power.

'Aribert,' said Prince Eugen, a little later,
'

you were right. It is all over. I have only one

refuge
'

' You don't mean
'

Aribert stopped, dum-
founded.

'
Yes, I do,' he said quickly.

c I can manage
it so that it will look like an accident.'
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CHAPTER XXI

THE RETURN OF FfiLIX BABYLON

ON the evening of Prince Eugen's fateful inter-

view with Mr. Sampson Levi, Theodore Racksole

was wandering somewhat aimlessly and uneasily

about the entrance hall and adjacent corridors of

the Grand Babylon. He had returned from

Ostend only a day or two previously, and had

endeavoured with all his might to forget the affair

which had carried him there to regard it, in fact,

as done with. But he found himself unable to

do so. In vain he remarked, under his breath,

that there were some things which were best left

alone : if his experience as a manipulator of

markets, a contriver of gigantic schemes in New
York, had taught him anything at all, it should

surely have taught him that. Yet he could not

feel reconciled to such a position. The mere

presence of the princes in his hotel roused the

fighting instincts of this man, who had never in

his whole career been beaten. He had, as it were,

taken up arms on their side, and if the princes of
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Posen would not continue their own battle, never-

theless he, Theodore Racksole, wanted to con-

tinue it for them. To a certain extent, of course,

the battle had been won, for Prince Eugen had

been rescued from an extremely difficult and

dangerous position, and the enemy consisting of

Jules, Rocco, Miss Spencer, and perhapsothers
had been put to flight. But that, he conceived,

was not enough ; it was very far from being

enough. That the criminals, for criminals they

decidedly were, should still be at large, he regarded
as an absurd anomaly. And there was another

point : he had said nothing to the police of all

that had occurred. He disdained the police, but

he could scarcely fail to perceive that if the police

should by accident gain a clue to the real state of

the case he might be placed rather awkawrdly, for

the simple reason that in the eyes of the law it

amounted to a misdemeanour to conceal as much
as he had concealed. He asked himself, for the

thousandth time, why he had adopted a policy of

concealment from the police, why he had become

in any way interested in the Posen matter, and

why, at this present moment, he should be so

anxious to prosecute it further ? To the first two

questions he replied, rather lamely, that he had

been influenced by Nella, and also by a natural

spirit of adventure ;
to the third he replied that
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he had always been in the habit of carrying things

through, and was now actuated by a mere childish,

obstinate desire to carry this one through. More-

over, he was splendidly conscious of his perfect

ability to carry it through. One additional im-

pulse he had, though he did not admit it to him-

self, being by nature adverse to big words, and

that was an abstract love of justice, the Anglo-
Saxon's deep-founded instinct for helping the

right side to conquer, even when grave risks must

thereby be run, with no corresponding advantage.

He was turning these things over in his mind

as he walked about the vast hotel on that evening
of the last day in July. The Society papers had

been stating for a week past that London was

empty, but, in spite of the Society papers, London

persisted in seeming to be just as full as ever.

The Grand Babylon was certainly not as crowded

as it had been a month earlier, but it was doing
a very passable business. At the close of the

season the gay butterflies of the social community
have a habit of hovering for a day or two in the

big hotels before they flutter away to castle and

country-house, meadow and moor, lake and stream.

The great basket-chairs in the portico were well

filled by old and middle-aged gentlemen engaged
in enjoying the varied delights of liqueurs, cigars,

and the full moon which floated so serenely above
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the Thames. Here and there a pretty woman on

the arm of a cavalier in immaculate attire swept
her train as she turned to and fro in the promenade
of the terrace. Waiters and uniformed commis-

sionaires and gold-braided doorkeepers moved

noiselessly about
; at short intervals the chief of

the doorkeepers blew his shrill whistle and han-

soms drove up with tinkling bell to take away a

pair of butterflies to some place of amusement or

boredom ; occasionally a private carriage drawn

by expensive and self-conscious horses put the

hansoms to shame by its mere outward glory.

It was a hot night, a night for the summer woods,
and save for the vehicles there was no rapid

movement of any kind. It seemed as though the

world the world, that is to say, of the Grand

Babylon was fully engaged in the solemn pro-
cesses of digestion and small-talk. Even the long
row of the Embankment gas-lamps, stretching

right and left, scarcely trembled in the still, warm,

caressing air. The stars overhead looked down
with many Winkings upon the enormous pile of

the Grand Babylon, and the moon regarded it

with bland and changeless face ; what they thought
of it and its inhabitants cannot, unfortunately, be

recorded. What Theodore Racksole thought of

the moon can be recorded : he thought it was a

nuisance. It somehow fascinated his gaze with its
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silly stare, and so interfered with his complex
meditations. He glanced round at the well-

dressed and satisfied people his guests, his cus-

tomers. They appeared to ignore him absolutely.

Probably only a very small percentage of them
had the least idea that this tall spare man, with

the iron-grey hair and the thin, firm, resolute face,

who wore his American-cut evening clothes with

such careless ease, was the sole proprietor of the

Grand Babylon, and possibly the richest man in

Europe. As has already been stated, Racksole

was not a celebrity in England. The guests of

the Grand Babylon saw merely a restless male

person, whose restlessness was rather a disturber

of their quietude, but with whom, tojudge by his

countenance, it would be inadvisable to remon-

strate. Therefore Theodore Racksole continued

his perambulations unchallenged, and kept saying
to himself,

c
I must do something.* But what ?

He could think of no course to pursue.
At last he walked straight through the hotel

and out at the other entrance, and so up the little

unassuming side street into the roaring torrent of

the narrow and crowded Strand. He jumped on

a Putney 'bus, and paid his fair to Putney, five-

pence, and then, finding that the humble occupants
of the vehicle stared at the spectacle of a man in

evening dress but without a dustcoat, he jumped
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off again, oblivious of the fact that the conductor

jerked a thumb towards him and winked at the

passengers, as who should say,
' There goes a

lunatic.' He went into a tobacconist's shop and

asked for a cigar. The shopman mildly inquired
what price.

' What are the best you've got ?
'

asked Theo-

dore Racksole.
c Five shillings each, sir,' said the man

promptly.
c Give me a penny one,' was Theodore Rack-

sole's laconic request, and he walked out of the

shop smoking the penny cigar. It was a new

sensation for him.

He was inhaling the aromatic odours ofEugene
Rimmel's establishment for the sale of scents when
a gentleman, walking slowly in the opposite direc-

tion, accosted him with a quiet,
c

Good-evening,
Mr. Racksole.* The millionaire did not at first

recognise his interlocutor, who wore a travelling

overcoat, and was carrying a handbag. Then a

slight, pleased smile passed over his features, and

he held out his hand.

Well, Mr. Babylon,' he greeted the other,
< of

all persons in the wide world you are the man I

would most have wished to meet.'
* You flatter me/ said the little Anglicised

Swiss.
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c

No, I don't/ answered Racksole ;

c
it isn't my

custom, any more than it's yours. I wanted to

have a real good long yarn with you, and lo !

here you are ! Where have you sprung from ?
'

c From Lausanne,' said Felix Babylon.
c
I had

finished my duties there, I had nothing else to do,

and I felt homesick. I felt the nostalgia of

London, and so I came over, just as you see,'

and he raised the handbag for Racksole's notice.

4 One toothbrush, one razor, two slippers, eh 1

'

He laughed.
c
I was wondering as I walked along

where I should stay me, Felix Babylon, homeless

in London.'
C I should advise you to stay at the Grand

Babylon,' Racksole laughed back. c
It is a good

hotel, and I know the proprietor personally.'
c Rather expensive, is it not ?

'

said Babylon.
c To you, sir,' answered Racksole,

c the inclu-

sive terms will be exactly half a crown a week.

Do you accept ?
'

c
I accept,' said Babylon, and added,

c You are

very good, Mr. Racksole.'

They strolled together back to the hotel, say-

ing nothing in particular, but feeling very content

with each other's company.
c

Many customers ?
'

asked Felix Babylon.
<

Very tolerable,' said Racksole, assuming as

much of the air of the professional hotel proprietor
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as he could. c
I think I may say, in the store-

keeper's phrase, that if there is any business about

I am doing it. To-night the people are all on the

terrace in the portico it's so confoundedly hot

and the consumption of ice is simply enormous

nearly as large as it would be in New York.'
c In that case,' said Babylon politely,

c
let me

offer you another cigar.'
* But I have not finished this one.'
c That is just why I wish to offer you another

one. A cigar such as yours, my good friend,

ought never to be smoked within the precincts of

the Grand Babylon, not even by the proprietor of

the Grand Babylon, and especially when all the

guests are assembled in the portico. The fumes

of it would ruin any hotel.'

Theodore Racksole laughingly lighted the

Rothschild Havana which Babylon gave him, and

they entered the hotel arm in arm. But no sooner

had they mounted the steps than little Felix

became the object of numberless greetings. It

appeared that he had been highly popular among
his quondam guests. At last they reached the

managerial room, where Babylon was regaled on

a chicken, and Racksole assisted him in the con-

sumption of a bottle of Heidsieck Monopole,
Carte d'Or.

* This chicken is almost perfectly grilled,' said
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Babylon at length.
'
It is a credit to the house.

But why, my dear Racksole, why in the name of

Heaven did you quarrel with Rocco ?
'

c Then you have heard ?
'

c Heard ! My dear friend, it was in every

newspaper on the Continent. Some journals pro-

phesied that the Grand Babylon would have to

close its doors within half a year now that Rocco

had deserted it. But of course I knew better. I

knew that you must have had a good reason for

allowing Rocco to depart, and that you must have

made arrangements in advance for a substitute.'

c As a matter of fact, I had not made arrange-

ments in advance,
1

said Theodore Racksole, a

little ruefully ;

' but happily we have found in

our second sous-chef an artist inferior only to

Rocco himself. That, however, was mere good
fortune/

c

Surely,' said Babylon,
c
it was indiscreet to

trust to mere good fortune in such a serious

matter ?
'

4
I didn't trust to mere good fortune. I

didn't trust to anything except Rocco, and he

deceived me.'
c But why did you quarrel with him ?

c I didn't quarrel with him. 1 found him

embalming a corpse in the State bedroom one

night
'
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c You what ?
'

Babylon almost screamed.
c
I found him embalming a corpse in the State

bedroom/ repeated Racksole in his quietest tones.

The two men gazed at each other, and then

Racksole replenished Babylon's glass.
c Tell me/ said Babylon, settling himself deep

in an easy chair and lighting a cigar.

And Racksole thereupon recounted to him the

whole of the Posen episode, with every circum-

stantial detail so far as he knew it. It was a long
and complicated recital, and occupied about an

hour. During that time little Felix never spoke
a word, scarcely moved a muscle ; only his small

eyes gazed through the bluish haze of smoke.

The clock on the mantelpiece tinkled midnight.
'Time for whisky and soda,' said Racksole,

and got up as if to ring the bell ; but Babylon
waved him back.

c You have told me that this Sampson Levi

had an audience of Prince Eugen to-day, but you
have not told me the result of that audience/ said

Babylon.
c Because I do not yet know it. But I shall

doubtless know to-morrow. In the meantime, I

feel fairly sure that Levi declined to produce
Prince Eugen's required million. I have reason

to believe that the money was lent elsewhere.'

* H'm 1

'

mused Babylon ;
and then, carelessly
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c
I am not at all surprised at that arrangement for

spying through the bath-room of the State apart-

ments/
c Why are you not surprised ?

'

' Oh !

'

said Babylon,
c
it is such an obvious

dodge so easy to carry out. As for me, I took

special care never to involve myself in these affairs.

I knew they existed ; I somehow felt that they
existed. But I also felt that they lay outside my
sphere. My business was to provide board and

lodging of the most sumptuous kind to those who
didn't mind paying for it

; and I did my business.

If anything else went on in the hotel, under the

rose, I long ago determined to ignore it unless it

should happen to be brought before my notice ;

and it never was brought before my notice.

However, I admit that there is a certain pleasurable
excitement in this kind of affair, and doubtless

you have experienced that.'

c
I have/ said Racksole simply,

c

though I

believe you are laughing at me.
7

<

By no means,' Babylon replied.
c Now what,

if I may ask the question, is going to be your
next step ?

'

c That is just what I desire to know myself/
said Theodore Racksole.

c
Well/ said Babylon, after a pause,

<
let us

begin. In the first place, it is possible you may
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be interested to hear that I happened to see Jules

to-day.'
< You did !

'

Racksole remarked with much

calmness. c Where ?
'

c

Well, it was early this morning, in Paris,

just before I left there. The meeting was quite

accidental, and Jules seemed rather surprised at

meeting me. He respectfully inquired where I

was going, and I said that I was going to Switzer-

land. At that moment I thought I was going to

Switzerland. It had occurred to me that after all

I should be happier there, and that I had better

turn back and not see London any more. How-

ever, I changed my mind once again, and decided

to come on to London, and accept the risks of

being miserable there without my hotel. Then
I asked Jules whither he was bound, and he told

me that he was off to Constantinople, being
interested in a new French hotel there. I wished

him good luck, and we parted/
c

Constantinople, eh !

'

said Racksole. c A
highly suitable place for him, I should say/

4

But/ Babylon resumed,
c
I caught sight of

him again.'
< Where?'
'At Charing Cross, a few minutes before I

had the pleasure of meeting you. Mr. Jules had

not gone to Constantinople after all. He did not
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see me, or I should have suggested to him that in

going from Paris to Constantinople it is not usual

to travel vi& London.'
c The cheek of the fellow !

'

exclaimed

Theodore Racksole. * The gorgeous and colossal

cheek of the fellow 1'
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CHAPTER XXII

IN THE WINE CELLARS OF THE GRAND BABYLON

c Do you know anything of the antecedents of

this Jules,* asked Theodore Racksole, helping
himself to whisky.

c

Nothing whatever/ said Babylon.
c Until

you told me, I don't think I was aware that his

true name was Thomas Jackson, though of course

I knew that it was not Jules. I certainly was not

aware that Miss Spencer was his wife, but I

had long suspected that their relations were some-

what more intimate than the nature of their

respective duties in the hotel absolutely demanded.

All that I do know of Jules he will always be

called Jules is that he gradually, by some mys-
terious personal force, acquired a prominent

position in the hotel. Decidedly he was the

cleverest and most intellectual waiter I have ever

known, and he was specially skilled in the difficult

task of retaining his own dignity while not inter-

fering with that of other people. I'm afraid this

R 2
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information is a little too vague to be of any

practical assistance in the present difficulty.'
c What is the present difficulty ?

'

Racksole

queried, with a simple air.

c
I should imagine that the present difficulty is

to account for the man's presence in London/
c That is easily accounted for/ said Racksole.
c How ? Do you suppose he is anxious to

give himself up to justice, or that the chains of

habit bind him to the hotel ?
'

'

Neither/ said Racksole. c

Jules is going to

have another try that's all.
'

* Another try at what ?
'

.

c At Prince Eugen. Either at his life or his

liberty. Most probably the former this time ;

almost certainly the former. He has guessed that

we are somewhat handicapped by our anxiety to

keep Prince Eugen's predicament quite quiet, and

he is taking advantage of that fact. As he is

already fairly rich, on his own admission, the

reward which has been offered to him must be

enormous, and he is absolutely determined to get
it. He has several times recently proved himself

to be a daring fellow ; unless I am mistaken he

will shortly prove himself to be still more daring.'
< But what can he do ? Surely you don't

suggest that he will attempt the life of Prince

Eugen in this hotel ?
'
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'Why not ? If Reginald Dimmock fell on

mere suspicion that he would turn out unfaithful

to the conspiracy, why not Prince Eugen ?
'

* But it would be an unspeakable crime, and

do infinite harm to the hotel !

'

4 True !

'

Racksole admitted, smiling. Little

Felix Babylon seemed to brace himself for the

grasping of this monstrous idea.

* How could it possibly be done ?
'

he asked

at length.
c Dimmock was poisoned.'
c

Yes, but you had Rocco here then, and Rocco

was in the plot. It is conceivable that Rocco

could have managed it barely conceivable. But

without Rocco I cannot think it possible. I cannot

even think that Jules would attempt it. You see,

in a place like the Grand Babylon, as probably I

needn't point out to you, food has to pass through
so many hands that to poison one person without

killing perhaps fifty would be a most delicate

operation. Moreover, Prince Eugen, unless he

has changed his habits, is always served by his

own attendant, old Hans, and therefore any attempt
to tamper with a cooked dish immediately before

serving would be hazardous in the extreme.'
c

Granted,' said Racksole. * The wine, how-

ever, might be more easily got at. Had you

thought of that ?'
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<
I had not,' Babylon admitted. c You are an

ingenious theorist, but I happen to know that

Prince Eugen always has his wine opened in his

own presence. No doubt it would be opened by
Hans. Therefore the wine theory is not tenable,

my friend.'

'
1 do not see why,' said Racksole. *

I know

nothing of wine as an expert, and I very seldom

drink it, but it seems to me that a bottle of wine

might be tampered with while it was still in the

cellar, especially if there was an accomplice in the

hotel.'

' You think, then, that you are not yet rid of

all your conspirators ?
'

'
I think that Jules might still have an accom-

plice within the building.'
* And that a bottle of wine could be opened and

recorked without leaving any trace of the opera-
tion ?

'

Babylon was a trifle sarcastic.

c
I don't see the necessity of opening the bottle

in order to poison the wine,' said Racksole. c
I

have never tried to poison anybody by means

of a bottle of wine, and I don't lay claim to any
natural talent as a poisoner, but I think I could

devise several ways of managing the trick. Of

course, I admit that I may be entirely mistaken as

to Jules' intentions.'

< Ah !

'

said Felix Babylon.
< The wine cellars
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beneath us are one of the wonders of London. I

hope you are aware, Mr. Racksole, that when you

bought the Grand Babylon you bought what is

probably the finest stock of wines in England, if

not in Europe. In the valuation I reckoned them

at sixty thousand pounds. And I may say that I

always took care that the cellars were properly

guarded. Even Jules would experience a serious

difficulty in breaking into the cellars without the

connivance of the wine-clerk, and the wine-clerk is,

or was, incorruptible.'
c
I am ashamed to say that I have not yet in-

spected my wines/ smiled Racksole ;

*
I have never

given them a thought. Once or twice I have

taken the trouble to make a tour of the hotel, but

I omitted the cellars in my excursions.*

c

Impossible, my dear fellow !

'

said Babylon,
amused at such a confession, to him a great

connoisseur and lover of fine wines almost

incredible. 'But really you must see them to-

morrow. If I may, I will accompany you.'

Why not to-night ?
'

Racksole suggested,

calmly.
'

To-night ! It is very late : Hubbard will have

gone to bed.
1

c And may I ask who is Hubbard ? I

remember the name but dimly.'
c Hubbard is the wine-clerk of the Grand
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Babylon/ said Felix, with a certain emphasis.
c A sedate man of forty. He has the keys of the

cellars. He knows every bottle of every bin, its

date, its qualities, its value. And he is a teetotaler.

Hubbard is a curiosity. No wine can leave the

cellars without his knowledge, and no person can

enter the cellars without his knowledge. At least,

that is how it was in my time,' Babylon added.
c We will wake him,' said Racksole.
c But it is one o'clock in the morning,' Babylon

protested.
c Never mind that is, if you consent to

accompany me. A cellar is the same by night as

by day. Therefore, why not now ?
'

Babylon shrugged his shoulders. c As you
wish,' he agreed, with his indestructible politeness.

c And now to find this Mr. Hubbard, with his

key of the cupboard,' said Racksole, as they
walked out of the room together. Although the

hour was so late, the hotel was not, of course,

closed for the night. A few guests still remained

about in the public rooms, and a few fatigued

waiters were still in attendance. One of these

latter was despatched in search of the singular

Mr. Hubbard, and it fortunately turned out that

this gentleman had not actually retired, though he

was on the point of doing so. He brought the

keys to Mr. Ratksole in person, and after he had
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had a little chat with his former master, the

proprietor and the ex-proprietor of the Grand

Babylon Hotel proceeded on their way to the

cellars.

These cellars extend over, or rather under,

quite half the superficial area of the whole hotel

the longitudinal half which lies next to the Strand.

Owing to the fact that the ground slopes sharply

from the Strand to the river, the Grand Babylon

is, so to speak, deeper near the Strand than it is

near the Thames. Towards the Thames there is,

below the entrance level, a basement and a sub-

basement. Towards the Strand there is basement,

sub-basement, and the huge wine cellars beneath

all. After descending the four flights of the ser-

vice stairs, and traversing a long passage running

parallel with the kitchen, the two found themselves

opposite a door, which, on being unlocked, gave
access to another flight of stairs. At the foot of

this was the main entrance to the cellars. Outside

the entrance was the wine-lift, for the ascension of

delicious fluids to the upper floors, and, opposite,

Mr. Hubbard's little office. There was electric

light everywhere. Babylon, who, as being most

accustomed to them, held the bunch ofkeys, opened
the great door, and then they were in the first

cellar the first of a suite of five. Racksole was

struck not only by the icy coolness of the place, but
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also by its vastness. Babylon had seized a portable
electric hand-light, attached to a long wire, which

lay handy, and, waving it about, disclosed the

dimensions of the place. By that flashing illumina-

tion the subterranean chamber looked unutterably
weird and mysterious, with its rows of numbered

bins, stretching away into the distance till the

radiance was reduced to the occasional far gleam
of the light on the shoulder of a bottle. Then

Babylon switched on the fixed electric lights, and

Theodore Racksole entered upon a personally-con-
ducted tour of what was quite the most interesting

part of his own property.

To see the innocent enthusiasm of Felix Baby-
lon for these stores of exhilarating liquid was what

is called in the North c a sight for sair een.' He
displayed to Racksole's bewildered gaze, in their

due order, all the wines of three Continents nay,

of four, for the superb and luscious Constantia wine

of Cape Colony was not wanting in that most

catholic collection of vintages. Beginning with

the unsurpassed products of Burgundy, he con-

tinued with the clarets of Medoc, Bordeaux and

Sauterne ; then to the champagnes of Ay, Haut-

villiers and Pierry ; then to the hocks and

moselles of Germany, and the brilliant imitation

champagnes ofMain, Necker, and Naumberg ;
then

to the famous and adorable Tokay of Hungary,
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and all the Austrian varieties of French wines,

including Carlowitz and Somlauer ; then to the dry
sherries of Spain, including purest Manzanilla, and

Amontillado, and Vino de Pasto ; then to the

wines of Malaga, both sweet and dry, and all the
c

Spanish reds
'

from Catalonia, including the dark
c Tent

'

so often used sacramentally ; then to the

renowned port of Oporto. Then he proceeded to

the Italian cellar, and descanted upon the excel-

lence of Barolo from Piedmont, of Chianti from

Tuscany, of Orvieto from the Roman States, of

the c Tears of Christ
'

from Naples, and the com-

moner Marsala from Sicily. And so on, to an

extent and with a fulness of detail which cannot be

rendered here.

At the end of the suite of cellars there was a

glazed door, which, as could be seen, gave access

to a supplemental and smaller cellar, an apartment
about fifteen or sixteen feet square.

*

Anything special in there ?
'

asked Racksole

curiously, as they stood before the door, and looked

within at the serried ends of bottles.

c Ah !

'

exclaimed Babylon, almost smacking
his lips,

< therein lies the cream of all/

c The best champagne, I suppose ?
'

said Rack-

sole.

c

Yes,* said Babylon,
c the best champagne is

there a very special Sillery, as exquisite as you
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will find anywhere. But I see, my friend, that

you fall into the common error of putting cham-

pagne first among wines. That distinction belongs
to Burgundy. -You have old Burgundy in that

cellar, Mr. Racksole, which cost me how much
do you think ? eighty pounds a bottle. Probably
it [will never be drunk,' he added with a sigh.
4
It is too expensive even for princes and pluto-

crats/

'

Yes, it will/ said Racksole quickly.
* You

and I will have a bottle up to-morrow/
c
Then,' continued Babylon, still riding his

hobby-horse,
c there is a sample of the Rhine wine

dated 1706 which caused such a sensation at the

Vienna Exhibition of 1873. There is also a sin-

gularly glorious Persian wine from Shiraz, the like

of which I have never seen elsewhere. Also there

is an unrivalled vintage ofRomane-Conti, greatest

of all modern Burgundies. If I remember right

Prince Eugen invariably has a bottle when he

comes to stay here. It is not on the hotel wine

list, of course, and only a few customers know of

it. We do not precisely hawk it about the dining-
room.'

c Indeed !

'

said Racksole. c Let us go inside.'

They entered the stone apartment, rendered

almost sacred by the preciousness of its contents,

and Racksole looked round with a strangely intent
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and curious air. At the far side was a grating,

through which came a feeble light.
< What is that ?

'

asked the millionaire sharply.
c That is merely a ventilation grating. Good

ventilation is absolutely essential.'

c Looks broken, doesn't it ?
'

Racksole sug-

gested, and then, putting a finger quickly on

Babylon's shoulder,
c there's someone in the cellar.

Can't you hear breathing, down there, behind

that bin ?
'

The two men stood tense and silent for a

while, listening, under the ray of the single electric

light in the ceiling. Half the cellar was involved

in gloom. At length Racksole walked firmly down
the central passage-way between the bins and

turned to the corner at the right.
c Come out, you villain !

'

he said in a low, well-

nigh vicious tone, and dragged up a cowering

figure.

He had expected to find a man, but it was his

own daughter, Nella Racksole, upon whom he

had laid angry hands.
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CHAPTER XXIII

FURTHER EVENTS IN THE CELLAR

'WELL, father/ Nella greeted her astounded

parent.
c You should make sure that you have

got hold of the right person before you use all

that terrible muscular force of yours. I do believe

you have broken my shoulder bone.' She rubbed

her shoulder with a comical expression of pain,
and then stood up before the two men. The skirt

of her dark grey dress was torn and dirty, and the

usually trim Nella looked as though she had been

shot down a canvas fire-escape. Mechanically she

smoothed her frock, and gave a straightening touch

to her hair.

c

Good-evening, Miss Racksole,' said Felix

Babylon, bowing formally.
c This is an unexpected

pleasure.' Felix's drawing-room manners never

deserted him upon any occasion whatever.

May I inquire what you are doing in my
w;ine cellar, Nella Racksole ?

'

said the millionaire

a little
stiffly.

He was certainly somewhat annoyed
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at having mistaken his daughter for a criminal ;

moreover, he hated to be surprised, and upon this

occasion he had been surprised beyond any ordi-

nary surprise ; lastly, he was not at all pleased that

Nella should be observed in that strange predica-

ment by a stranger.
<
I will tell you/ said Nella. < I had been

reading rather late in my room the night was so

close. I heard Big Ben strike half-past twelve,

and then I put the book down, and went out on

to the balcony of my window for a little fresh air

before going to bed. I leaned over the balcony

very quietly you will remember that I am on the

third floor now and looked down below into the

little sunk yard which separates the wall of the hotel

from Salisbury Lane. I was rather astonished to

see a figure creeping across the yard. I knew

there was no entrance into the hotel from that yard,
and besides, it is fifteen or twenty feet below the

level of the street. So I watched. The figure

went close up against the wall, and disappeared
from my view. I leaned over the balcony as far

as I dared, >but I couldn't see him. I could hear

him, however.'
c What could you hear ?

'

questioned Racksole

sharply.
c
It sounded like a sawing noise,' said Nella ;

* and it went on for quite a long time nearly a
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quarter of an hour, I should think a rasping sort

of noise/
* Why on earth didn't you come and warn me

or some one else in the hotel ? asked Racksole.

c

Oh, I don't know, dad/ she replied sweetly.
c
I had got interested in it, and I thought I

would see it out myself. Well, as I was saying,

Mr. Babylon/ she continued, addressing her re-

marks now to Flix, with a dazzling smile,
c that

noise went on for quite a long time. At last it

stopped, and the figure reappeared from under the

wall, crossed the yard, climbed up the opposite wall

by some means or other, and so over the railings

into Salisbury Lane. I felt rather relieved then,

because I knew he hadn't actually broken into the

hotel. He walked down Salisbury Lane very

slowly. A policeman was just coming up. "Good-

night, officer," I heard him say to the policeman,

and he asked him for a match. The policeman

supplied the match, and the other man lighted a

cigarette, and proceeded further down the lane.

By cricking your neck from my window, Mr.

Babylon, you can get a glimpse of the Embank-

ment and the river. I saw the man cross the

Embankment, and lean over the river wall, where

he seemed to be talking to some one. He then

walked along the Embankment to Westminster,

and that was the last I saw of him. I waited a
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minute or two for him to come back, but he didn't

come back, and so I thought it was about time I

began to make inquiries into the affair. I went

downstairs instantly, and out ofthe hotel, through
the quadrangle, into Salisbury Lane, and I looked

over those railings. There was a ladder on the

other side, by which it was perfectly easy once

you had got over the railings to climb down
into the yard. I was horribly afraid lest some one

might walk up Salisbury Lane and catch me in the

act of negotiating those railings, but no one did,

and I surmounted them, with no worse damage
than a torn skirt. I crossed the yard on tiptoe,

and I found that in the wall, close to the ground,
and almost exactly under my window, there was

an iron grating, about one foot by fourteen inches.

I suspected, as there was no other ironwork near,

that the mysterious visitor must have been sawing
at this grating for private purposes of his own. I

gave it a good shake, and I was not at all sur-

prised that a good part of it came off in my hand,

leaving just enough room for a person to creep

through. I decided that I would creep through,
and now wish I hadn't. I don't know, Mr.

Babylon, whether you have ever tried to creep

through a small hole with a skirt on. Have

you ?

I have not had that pleasure,' said little Flix,

s
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bowing again, and absently taking up a bottle

which lay to his hand.
c

Well, you are fortunate,' the imperturbable
Nella resumed. c For quite three minutes I

thought I should perish in that grating, dad, with

my shoulder inside and the rest of me outside.

However, at last, by the most amazing and agon-

ising efforts, I pulled myself through, and fell into

this extraordinary cellar more dead than alive.

Then I wondered what I should do next. Should

I wait for the mysterious visitor to return, and

stab him with my pocket scissors if he tried to

enter, or should I raise an alarm ? First of all I

replaced the broken grating, then I struck a match,

and saw that I had got landed in a wilderness of

bottles. The match went out, and I hadn't

another one. So I sat down in the corner to

think. I had just decided to wait and see if the

visitor returned, when I heard footsteps, and then

voices, and then you came in. I must say I was

rather taken aback, especially as I recognised the

voice of Mr. Babylon. You see, I didn't want to

frighten you. If I had bobbed up from behind

the bottles and said " Booh !

"
you would have

had a serious shock. I wanted to think of a way
of breaking my presence gently to you. But you
saved me the trouble, dad. Was I really breath-

ing so loudly that you could hear me ?
'
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The girl ended her strange recital, and there

was a moment's silence in the cellar. Racksole

merely nodded an affirmative to her concluding

question.
c

Well, Nell, my girl/ said the millionaire at

length, we are much obliged for your gymnastic
efforts very much obliged. But now, I think

you had better go off to bed. There is going to

be some serious trouble here, I'll lay my last

dollar on that ?
'

* But if there is to be a burglary I should so

like to see it, dad,' Nella pleaded.
* I've never

seen a burglar caught red-handed.'
c This isn't a burglary, my dear. I calculate

it's something far worse than a burglary.'
c What ?

'

she cried. c Murder ? Arson ?

Dynamite plot ? How perfectly splendid !

'

* Mr. Babylon informs me that Jules is in

London,' said Racksole quietly.
c

Jules !

'

she exclaimed under her breath, and

her tone changed instantly to the utmost serious-

ness. c Switch off the light, quick !

'

Springing
to the switch, she put the cellar in darkness.

< What's that for ?
'

said her father.

c If he comes back he would see the light, and

be frightened away,' said Nella. * That wouldn't

do at all/

c It wouldn't, Miss Racksole/ said Babylon,
sa
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and there was in his voice a note of admiration

for the girl's sagacity which Racksole heard with

high paternal pride.
c

Listen, Nella,' said the latter, drawing his

daughter to him in the profound gloom of the

cellar.
c We fancy that Jules may be trying to

tamper with a certain bottle of wine a bottle

which might possibly be drunk by Prince Eugen.
Now do you think that the man you saw might
have been Jules ?

'

c
I hadn't previously thought of him as being

Jules, but immediately you mentioned the name

I somehow knew that he was. Yes, I am sure it

was Jules.'
c

Well, just hear what I have to say. There

is no time to lose. If he is coming at all he will

be here very soon and you can help.' Racksole

explained what he thought Jules' tactics might be.

He proposed that if the man returned he should

not be interfered with, but merely watched from

the other side of the glass door.

'You want, as it were, to catch Mr. Jules

alive ?
'

said Babylon, who seemed rather taken

aback at this novel method of dealing with crimi-

nals.
c

Surely,' he added,
c
it would be simpler

and easier to inform the police of your suspicion,

and to leave everything to them.'
* My dear fellow,' said Racksole,

c we have
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already gone much too far without the police to

make it advisable for us to call them in at this

somewhat advanced stage ofthe proceedings. Be-

sides, if you must know it, I have a particular

desire to capture the scoundrel myself. I will

leave you and Nella here, since Nella insists on

seeing everything, and I will arrange things so

that once he has entered the cellar Jules will not get
out of it again -at any rate through the grating.

You had better place yourselves on the other side

of the glass door, in the big cellar ; you will be

in a position to observe from there. I will skip
off at once. All you have to do is to take note

ofwhat the fellow does. If he has any accomplices

within the hotel we shall probably be able by that

means to discover who the accomplice is.'

Lighting a match and shading it with his

hands, Racksole showed them both out of the

little cellar.
c Now if you lock this glass door on

the outside he can't escape this way : the panes of

glass are too small, and the woodwork too stout.

So, if he comes into the trap, you two will have

the pleasure of actually seeing him frantically

writhe therein, without any personal danger ; but

perhaps you'd better not show yourselves.'

In another moment Felix Babylon and Nella

were left to themselves in the darkness of the

cellar, listening to the receding footfalls of Theo-
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dore Racksole. But the sound of these footfalls

had not died away before another sound greeted
their ears the grating of the small cellar was

being removed.
c
I hope your father will be in time,' whispered

'Hush !

'

the girl warned him, and they stooped
side by side in tense silence.

A man cautiously but very neatly wormed his

body through the aperture of the grating. The
watchers could only see his form indistinctly in

the darkness. Then, being fairly within the

cellar, he walked without the least hesitation to

the electric switch and turned on the light. It

was unmistakably Jules, and he knew the geo-

graphy of the cellar very well. Babylon could

with difficulty repress a start as he saw this bold

and unscrupulous ex-waiter moving with such an

air of assurance and determination about the

precious cellar. Jules went directly to a small

bin which was numbered 17, and took therefrom

the topmost bottle.

( The Romane-Conti Prince Eugen's wine !

'

Babylon exclaimed under his breath.

Jules neatly and quickly removed the seal with

an instrument which he had clearly brought for

the purpose. He then took a little flat box from

his pocket, which seemed to contain a sort of
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black salve. Rubbing his finger in this, he

smeared the top of the neck of the bottle with it,

just where the cork came against the glass. In

another instant he had deftly replaced the seal

and restored the bottle to its position. He then

turned off the light, and made for the aperture.

When he was half-way through Nella exclaimed,
c He will escape, after all. Dad has not had time

we must stop him.'

But Babylon, that embodiment of caution,

forcibly, but nevertheless politely, restrained this

Yankee
girl, whom he deemed so rash and

imprudent, and before she could free herself the

lithe form of Jules had disappeared.
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CHAPTER XXIV

THE BOTTLE OF WINE

As regards Theodore Racksole, who was to have

caught his man from the outside of the cellar,

he made his way as rapidly as possible from

the wine-cellars, up to the ground floor, out of

the hotel by the quadrangle, through the quad-

rangle, and out into the top of Salisbury Lane.

Now, owing to the vastness of the structure of

the Grand Babylon, the mere distance thus to be

traversed amounted to a little short of a quarter
of a mile, and, as it included a number of stairs,

about two dozen turnings, and several passages
which at that time of night were in darkness more

or less complete, Racksole could not have been

expected to accomplish the journey in less than

five minutes. As a matter of fact, six minutes

had elapsed before he reached the top of Salisbury

Lane, because he had been delayed nearly a minute

by some questions addressed to him by a muddled

and whisky-laden guest who had got lost in the
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corridors. As everybody knows, there is a sharp
short bend in Salisbury Lane near the top. Rack-

sole ran round this at good racing speed, but he

was unfortunate enough to run straight up against

the very policeman who had not long before so

courteously supplied Jules with a match. The

policeman seemed to be scarcely in so pliant a mood

just then.
c Hullo !

'

he said, his naturally suspicious
nature being doubtless aroused by the spectacle of

a bareheaded man in evening-dress running vio-

lently down the lane. c What's this ? Where are

you orf in such a hurry ?
'

and he forcibly detained

Theodore Racksole for a moment and scrutinised

his face.

' Now, officer,' said Racksole quietly,
c none

of your larks, if you please. I've no time to

lose/

'Beg your pardon, sir,
1

the policeman remarked,

though hesitatingly and not quite with good

temper, and Racksole was allowed to proceed on

his way. The millionaire's scheme for trapping

Jules was to get down into the little sunk yard

by means of the ladder, and then to secrete him-

self behind some convenient abutment of brick-

work until Mr. Tom Jackson should have got
into the cellar. He therefore nimbly surmounted

the railings the railings of his own hotel and
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was gingerly descending the ladder, when lo ! a

rough hand seized him by the coat-collar and with

a ferocious jerk urged him backwards. The fact

was, Theodore Racksole had counted without the

policeman. That guardian of the peace, mis-

trusting Racksole's manner, had quietly followed

him down the lane. The sight of the millionaire

climbing the railings had put him on his mettle,

and the result was the ignominious capture of

Racksole. In vain Theodore expostulated, ex-

plained, anathematised. Only one thing would

satisfy the stolid policeman namely, that Rack-

sole should return with him to the hotel and there

establish his identity. If Racksole then proved to

be Racksole, owner of the Grand Babylon, well

and good the policeman promised to apologise.

So Theodore had no alternative but to accept the

suggestion. To prove his identity was, of course,

the work of only a few minutes, after which Rack-

sole, annoyed, but cool as ever, returned to his

railings, while the policeman went off to another

part of his beat, where he would be likely to meet

a comrade and have a chat.

In the meantime, our friend Jules, sublimely
unconscious of the altercation going on outside,

and of the special risk which he ran, was of

course actually in the cellar, which he had reached

before Racksole got to the railings for the first
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time. It was, indeed, a happy chance for Jules

that his exit from the cellar coincided with the

period during which Racksole was absent from

the railings. As Racksole came down the lane

for the second time, he saw a figure walking about

fifty yards in front of him towards the Embank-
ment. Instantly he divined that it was Jules, and

that the policeman had thrown him just too late.

He ran, and Jules, hearing the noise of pursuit,

ran also. The ex-waiter was fleet ; he made direct

for a certain spot in the Embankment wall, and,

to the intense astonishment of Racksole, jumped
clean over the wall, as it seemed, into the river.

c Is he so desperate as to commit suicide ?
*

Racksole exclaimed as he ran, but a second later

the puff and snort of a steam launch told him that

Jules was not quite driven to suicide. As the

millionaire crossed the Embankment roadway he

saw the funnel of the launch move out from

under the river-wall. It swerved into midstream

and headed towards London Bridge. There was

a silent mist over the river, Racksole was

helpless. . .

Although Racksole had now been twice

worsted in a contest of wits within the precincts

of the Grand Babylon, once by Rocco and once

by Jules, he could not fairly blame himself for the

present miscarriage of his plans a miscarriage
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due to the meddlesomeness of an extraneous

person, combined with pure ill-fortune. He did

not, therefore, permit the accident to interfere

with his sleep that night.

On the following day he sought out Prince

Aribert, between whom and himself there now

existed a feeling of unmistakable, frank friendship,

and disclosed to him the happenings of the

previous night, and particularly the tampering with

the bottle of Romanee-Conti.
c
I believe you dined with Prince Eugen last

night ?
'

C
I did. And curiously enough we had a

bottle of Romanee-Conti, an admirable wine, of

which Eugen is passionately fond.'

c And you will dine with him to-night ?
'

c Most probably. To-day will, I fear, be our

last day here. Eugen wishes to return to Posen

early to-morrow.'
c Has it struck you, Prince,' said Racksole,

c that if Jules had succeeded in poisoning your

nephew, he would probably have succeeded also in

poisoning you ?
'

*I had not thought of it,' laughed Aribert,
c but it would seem so. It appears that so long
as he brings down his particular quarry, Jules is

careless of anything else that may be accidentally

involved in the destruction. However, we need
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have no fear on that score now. You know the

bottle, and you can destroy it at once.'

'But I do not propose to destroy it,' said

Racksole calmly.
c lf Prince Eugen asks for

Romane-Conti to be served to-night, as he

probably will, I propose that that precise bottle

shall be served to him and to you.'
* Then you would poison us in spite of our-

selves ?
'

*

Scarcely,' Racksole smiled. c My notion is to

discover the accomplices within the hotel. I have

already inquired as to the wine-clerk, Hubbard.

Now does it not occur to you as extraordinary that

on this particular day Mr. Hubbard should be ill

in bed ? Hubbard, I am informed, is suffering

from an attack of stomach poisoning, which

has supervened during the night. He says that

he does not know what can have caused it. His

place in the wine cellars will be taken to-day by
his assistant, a mere youth, but to all appearances
a fairly smart youth. I need not say that we shall

keep an eye on that youth.'
( One moment,' Prince Aribert interrupted.

c I do not quite understand how you think the

poisoning was to have been effected.'

c The bottle is now under examination by an

expert, who has instructions to remove as little as

possible of the stuff which Jules put on the rim of
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the mouth of it. It will be secretly replaced in its

bin during the day. My idea is that by the mere

action of pouring out the wine takes up some of

the poison, which I deem to be very strong, and

thus becomes fatal as it enters the glass.'
c But surely the servant in attendance would

wipe the mouth of the bottle ?
'

c

Very carelessly, perhaps. And moreover he

would be extremely unlikely to wipe off all the

stuff: some of it has been ingeniously placed just

on the inside edge of the rim. Besides, suppose
he forgot to wipe the bottle ?

'

c Prince Eugen is always served at dinner by
Hans. It is an honour which the faithful old

fellow reserves for himself.'

c But suppose Hans '

Racksole stopped.
* Hans an accomplice 1 My dear Racksole,

the suggestion is wildly impossible.'

That night Prince Aribert dined with his august

nephew in the superb dining-room of the Royal

apartments. Hans served, the dishes being

brought to the door by other servants. Aribert

found his nephew despondent and taciturn. On
the previous day, when, after the futile interview

with Sampson Levi, Prince Eugen had despairingly

threatened to commit suicide, in such a manner as

to make it
c look like an accident,' Aribert had

compelled him to give his word of honour not to

do so.
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What wine will your Royal Highness take ?
'

asked old Hans in his soothing tones, when the

soup was served.
*

Sherry/ was Prince Eugen's curt order.
c And Romane-Conti afterwards ?

'

said Hans.

Aribert looked up quickly.
'

No, not to-night. I'll try Sillery to-night,'

said Prince Eugen.
c
I think I'll have Romane-Conti, Hans, after

all/ he said.
c
It suits me better than champagne.'

The famous and unsurpassable Burgundy was

served with the roast. Old Hans brought it

tenderly in its wicker cradle, inserted the corkscrew

with mathematical precision, and drew the cork,

which he offered for his master's inspection.

Eugen nodded, and told him to put it down.

Aribert watched with intense interest. He could

not for an instant believe that Hans was not the

very soul of fidelity, and yet, despite himself,

Racksole's words had caused him a certain uneasi-

nesr At that moment Prince Eugen murmured
across the table :

*

Aribert, I withdraw my promise. Observe

that, I withdraw it.'

Aribert shook his head emphatically, without

removing his gaze from Hans. The white-haired

servant perfunctorily dusted his napkin round the

neck of the bottle of Romane-Conti, and poured
out a glass. Aribert trembled from head to foot.
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Eugen took up the glass and held it to the light.
c Don't drink it,' said Aribert very quietly.

c
It is poisoned.'

c Poisoned !

'

exclaimed Prince Eugen.
*

Poisoned, sire !

'

exclaimed old Hans, with an

air of profound amazement and concern, and he

seized the glass.
*

Impossible, sire. I myself

opened the bottle. No one else has touched it,

and the cork was perfect.'
c
I tell you it is poisoned,' Aribert repeated.

c Your Highness will pardon an old man,' said

Hans,
c but to say that this wine is poison is to

say that I am a murderer. I will prove to you
that it is not poisoned. I will drink it.'

And he raised the glass to his trembling lips.

In that moment Aribert saw that old Hans, at any
rate, was not an accomplice of Jules. Springing

up from his seat, he knocked the glass from the

aged servitor's hands, and the fragments of it

fell with a light tinkling crash partly on the table

and partly on the floor. The Prince and the

servant gazed at one another in a distressing and

terrible silence. There was a slight noise, and

Aribert looked aside. He saw that Eugen's body
had slipped forward limply over the left arm of

his chair ; the Prince's arms hung straight and

lifeless ; his eyes were closed ; he was unconscious.
c Hans 1

' murmured Aribert. Hans ! What
is this ?

'
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CHAPTER XXV

THE STEAM LAUNCH

MR. TOM JACKSON'S notion of making good
his escape from the hotel by means of a steam

launch was an excellent one, so far as it went, but

Theodore Racksole, for his part, did not consider

that it went quite far enough. Theodore Racksole

opined, with peculiar glee, that he now had a

tangible and definite clue for the catching of the

Grand Babylon's ex-waiter. He knew nothing of

the Port of London, but he happened to know a

good deal of the far more complicated, though
somewhat smaller, Port of New York, and he felt

sure there ought to be no extraordinary difficulty

in getting hold of Jules' steam launch. To those

who are not thoroughly familiar with it the River

Thames and its docks, from London Bridge to

Gravesend, seem a vast and uncharted wilderness

of craft a wilderness in which it would be

perfectly easy to hide even a three-master success-

fully. To such people the idea of looking for a

small steam launch on the river would be about
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equivalent to the idea of looking for a needle in a

bundle of hay. But the fact is, there are hundreds

of men between St. Katherine's Wharf and Black-

wall who literally know the Thames as the

suburban householder knows his back-garden
who can recognise thousands of ships and put a

name to them at a distance of half a mile, who are

informed as to every movement of vessels on the

great stream, who know all the captains, all the

engineers, all the lightermen, all the pilots, all the

licensed watermen and all the unlicensed scoundrels

from the Tower to Gravesend, and a lot further.

By these experts of the Thames the slightest

unusual event on the water is noticed and

discussed a wherry cannot change hands but they
will guess shrewdly upon the price paid and the

intentions of the new owner with regard to it.

They have a habit of watching the river for the

mere interest of the sight, and they talk about

everything like housewives gathered of an evening
round the cottage door. If the first mate of a

Castle Liner gets the sack they will be able to

tell you what he said to the captain, what the old

man said to him, and what both said to the Board,

and having finished off that affair they will cheer-

fully turn to discussing whether Bill Stevens sank

his barge outside the West India No. 2 by
accident or on purpose.
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Theodore Racksole had no satisfactory means

of identifying the steam launch which carried

away Mr. Tom Jackson. The sky had clouded

over soon after midnight, and there was also a

slight mist, and he had only been able to make

out that it was a low craft, about sixty feet long,

probably painted black. He had personally kept
a watch all through the night on vessels going up-

stream, and during the next morning he had a

man to take his place who warned him whenever

a steam launch went towards Westminster. At

noon, after his conversation with Prince Aribert,

he went down the river in a hired row-boat as far

as the Customs House, and poked about every-
where in search of any vessel which could by any

possibility be the one he was in search of. But

he found nothing. He was, therefore, tolerably

sure that the mysterious launch lay somewhere

below the Customs House. At the Customs

House stairs he landed, and asked for a very high
official an official inferior only to a Commissioner

whom he had entertained once in New York,
and who had met him in London on business at

Lloyd's. In the large but dingy office of this

great man a long conversation took place a con-

versation in which Racksole had to exercise a certain

amount of persuasive power, and which ultimately

ended in the high official ringing his bell.

T2
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Desire Mr. Hazell room No. 332 to

speak to me/ said the official to the boy who

answered the summons, and then, turning to

Racksole :
c I need hardly repeat, my dear Mr.

Racksole, that this is strictly unofficial.'

c

Agreed, of course,* said Racksole.

Mr. Hazell entered. He was a young man
of about thirty, dressed in blue serge, with a pale,

keen face, a brown moustache and a rather hand-

some brown beard.
* Mr. Hazell,' said the high official,

c
let me

introduce you to Mr. Theodore Racksole you
will doubtless be familiar with his name. Mr.

Hazell/ he went on to Racksole,
c
is one of our

outdoor staff what we call an examining officer.

Just now he is doing night duty. He has a boat

on the river and a couple of men, and the right to

board and examine any craft whatever. What
Mr. Hazell and his crew don't know about the

Thames between here and Gravesend isn't know-

ledge.'
c Glad to meet you, sir,' said Racksole

simply, and they shook hands. Racksole observed

with satisfaction that Mr. Hazell was entirely at

his ease.

*

Now, Hazell,' the high official continued,
* Mr. Racksole wants you to help in a little

private expedition on the river to-night. I will

give you a night's leave. I sent for you partly
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because I thought you would enjoy the affair and

partly because I think I can rely on you to regard
it as entirely unofficial and not to talk about it.

You understand ? I dare say you will have no

cause to regret having obliged Mr. Racksole.'
4
I think I grasp the situation/ said Hazell,

with a slight smile.

'And, by the way/ added the high official,
4

although the business is unofficial, it might be

well if you wore your official overcoat. See ?
'

c

Decidedly/ said Hazell ;
c I should have done

so in any case.'

c And now, Mr. Hazell/ said Racksole,
* will

you do me the pleasure of lunching with me ? If

you agree, I should like to lunch at the place you

usually frequent.'

So it came to pass that Theodore Racksole and

George Hazell, outdoor clerk in the Customs,
lunched together at 4 Thomas's Chop-House/
in the city of London, upon mutton-chops and

coffee. The millionaire soon discovered that he

had got hold of a keen-witted man and a person
of much insight.

* Tell me/ said Hazell, when they had reached

the cigarette stage,
4 are the magazine writers any-

thing like correct ?
'

4 What do you mean ?
*

asked Racksole,

mystified.
*

Well, you're a millionaire " one ofthe best,"
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I believe. One often sees articles on and inter-

views with millionaires, which describe their private

railroad cars, their steam yachts on the Hudson,
their marble stables, and so on, and so on. Do

you happen to have those things ?
'

*
I have a private car on the New York

Central, and I have a two thousand ton schooner-

yacht though it isn't on the Hudson. It happens

just now to be on East River. And I am bound to

admit that the stables of my uptown place are

fitted with marble.' Racksole laughed.
c Ah P said Hazell. Now I can believe that

I am lunching with a millionaire. It's strange
how facts like those unimportant in themselves

appeal to the imagination. You seem to me a

real millionaire now. You've given me some

personal information ; I'll give you some in return.

I earn three hundred a year, and perhaps sixty

pounds a year extra for overtime. I live by

myself in two rooms in Muscovy Court. I've as

much money as I need, and I always do exactly

what I like outside office. As regards the office,

I do as little work as I can, on principle it's a fight

between us and the Commissioners who shall get
the best. They try to do us down, and we try to

do them down it's pretty even on the whole.

All's fair in war, you know, and there ain't no ten

commandments in a Government office.'
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Racksole laughed. 'Can you get off this

afternoon ?
'

he asked.
*

Certainly,' said Hazell ;
c
I'll get one of my

pals to sign on for me, and then I shall be free/

Well/ said Racksole,
<
I should like you to

come down with me to the Grand Babylon. Then
we can talk over my little affair at length. And

may we go on your boat ? I want to meet your
crew.'

c That will be all right,' Hazell remarked.
c My

two men are the idlest, most soul-less chaps you
ever saw. They eat too much, and they have an

enormous appetite for beer ; but they know the

river, and they know their business, and they will

do anything within the fair game if they are paid
for it, and aren't asked to hurry.'

That night, just after dark, Theodore Racksole

embarked with his new friend George Hazell in

one ofthe black-painted Customs wherries, manned

by a crew of two men both the latter freemen of

the river, a distinction which carries with it certain

privileges unfamiliar to the mere landsman. It

was a cloudy and oppressive evening, not a star

showing to illumine the slow tide, now just past

its flood. The vast forms of steamers at anchor

chiefly those of the General Steam Navigation
and the Aberdeen Line heaved themselves high
out of the water, straining sluggishly at their
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mooring buoys. On either side the naked walls

of warehouses rose like grey precipices from the

stream, holding forth quaint arms of steam-cranes.

To the west the Tower Bridge spanned the river

with its formidable arch, and above that its sus-

pended footpath a hundred and fifty
feet from

earth. Down towards the East and the Pool of

London a forest of funnels and masts were dimly
outlined against the sinister sky. Huge barges,

each steered by a single man at the end of a pair

of giant oars, lumbered and swirled down-stream

at all angles. Occasionally a tug snorted busily

past, flashing its red and green signals and drag-

ging an unwieldy tail of barges in its wake. Then
a Margate passenger steamer, its electric lights

gleaming from every porthole, swerved round to

anchor, with its load of two thousand fatigued

excursionists. Over everything brooded an air of

mystery a spirit and feeling of strangeness, re-

moteness, and the inexplicable. As the broad flat

little boat bobbed its way under the shadow of

enormous hulks, beneath stretched hawsers, and

past buoys covered with green slime, Racksole

could scarcely believe that he was in the very heart

of London the most prosaic city in the world.

He had a queer idea that almost anything might

happen in this seeming waste of waters at this

weird hour of ten o'clock. It appeared incredible
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to him that only a mile or two away people were

sitting in theatres applauding farces, and that at

Cannon Street Station, a few yards off, other

people were calmly taking the train to various

highly respectable suburbs whose names he was

gradually learning. He had the uplifting sensa-

tion of being in another world which comes to us

sometimes amid surroundings violently different

from our usual surroundings. The most ordinary
noises ofmen calling, of a chain running through
a slot, of a distant syren translated themselves to

his ears into terrible and haunting sounds, full of

portentous significance. He looked over the side

of the boat into the brown water, and asked him-

self what frightful secrets lay hidden in its depth.
Then he put his hand into his hip-pocket and

touched the stock of his Colt revolver that

familiar substance comforted him.

The oarsmen had instructions to drop slowly
down to the Pool, as the wide reach below the

Tower is called. These two men had not been

previously informed of the precise object of the

expedition, but now that they were safely afloat

Hazell judged it expedient to give them some

notion of it.
c We expect to come across a rather

suspicious steam launch,' he said.
c My friend

here is very anxious to get a sight of her, and

until he has seen her nothing definite can be done.'



282 THE GRAND BABYLON HOTEL

c What sort of a craft is she, sir ?
'

asked the

stroke oar, a fat-faced man who seemed absolutely

incapable of any serious exertion.
*
I don't know/ Racksole replied ;

c but as near

as I can judge, she's about sixty feet in length, and

painted black. I fancy I shall recognise her when
I see her.'

c Not much to go by, that,' exclaimed the other

man curtly. But he said no more. He, as well

as his mate, had received from Theodore Racksole

one English sovereign as a kind of preliminary

fee, and an English sovereign will do a lot towards

silencing the natural sarcastic tendencies and free

speech of a Thames waterman.
c There's one thing I noticed,' said Racksole

suddenly,
c and I forgot to tell you of it, Mr.

Hazell. Her screw seemed to move with a rather

irregular, lame sort of beat.'

Both watermen burst into a laugh.
c

Oh,' said the fat rower,
( I know what you're

after, sir it's Jack Everett's launch, commonly
called

"
Squirm." She's got a four-bladed propeller,

and one blade is broken off short.'

c

Ay, that's it, sure enough,' agreed the man in

the bows. c And if it's her you want, I seed her

lying up against Cherry Gardens Pier this very

morning.'
'Let us go to Cherry Gardens Pier by all
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means, as soon as possible,' Racksole said, and the

boat swung across stream and then began to creep

down by the right bank, feeling its way past

wharves, many of which, even at that hour, were

still busy with their cranes, that descended empty
into the bellies of ships and came up full. As
the two watermen gingerly manoeuvred the boat

on the ebbing tide, Hazell explained to the million-

aire that the '

Squirm
'

was one of the most

notorious craft on the river. It appeared that

when anyone had a nefarious or underhand scheme

afoot which necessitated river work Everett's

launch was always available for a suitable monetary
consideration. The c

Squirm
'

had got itself into

a thousand scrapes, and out of those scrapes again

with safety, if not precisely with honour. The
river police kept a watchful eye on it, and the

chief marvel about the whole thing was that old

Everett, the owner, had never yet been seriously

compromised in any illegal escapade. Not once

had the officer of the law been able to prove any-

thing definite against the proprietor ofthe 'Squirm/

though several of it's quondam hirers were at that

very moment in various of Her Majesty's prisons

throughout the country. Latterly, however, the

launch, with its damaged propeller, which Everett

consistently refused to have repaired, had acquired

an evil reputation, even among evil-doers, and this
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fraternity had gradually come to abandon it for

less easily recognisable craft.

* Your friend, Mr. Tom Jackson/ said Hazell

to Racksole,
c committed an error of discretion

when he hired the "
Squirm.'* A scoundrel of his

experience and calibre ought certainly to have

known better than that. You cannot fail to get a

clue now.'

By this time the boat was approaching Cherry
Gardens Pier, but unfortunately a thin night-fog
had swept over the river, and objects could not

be discerned with any clearness beyond a distance

of thirty yards. As the Customs boat scraped

down past the pier all its occupants strained eyes
for a glimpse ofthe mysterious launch, but nothing
could be seen of it. The boat continued to float

idly down-stream, the men resting on their oars.

Then they narrowly escaped bumping a large

Norwegian sailing vessel at anchor with her stem

pointing down-stream. This ship they passed on

the port side. Just as they got clear of her bow-

sprit the fat man cried out excitedly,
c There's her

nose !

'

and he put the boat about and began to

pull back against the tide. And surely the missing
c

Squirm
'

was comfortably anchored on the star-

board quarter of the Norwegian ship, hidden

neatly between the ship and the shore. The men

pulled very quietly alongside.



CHAPTER XXVI

THE NIGHT CHASE AND THE MUD-LARK

c I'LL board her to start with,' said Hazell, whis-

pering to Racksole. '
I'll make out that I suspect

they've got dutiable goods on board, and that will

give me a chance to have a good look at her.'

Dressed in his official overcoat and peaked cap,

he stepped rather jauntily, as Racksole thought,
on to the low deck of the launch. c

Anyone
aboard ?

'

Racksole heard him cry out, and a

woman's voice answered. ( I'm a Customs ex-

amining officer, and I want to search the launch,'

Hazell shouted, and then disappeared down into

the little saloon amidships, and Racksole heard no

more. It seemed to the millionaire that Hazell

had been gone hours, but at length he returned.
c Can't find anything,' he said, as he jumped

into the boat, and then privately to Racksole :

* There's a woman on board. Looks as if she

might coincide with your description of Miss

Spencer. Steam's up, but there's no engineer.
I asked where the engineer was, and she inquired
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what business that was of mine, and requested me
to get through with my own business and clear

off. Seems rather a smart sort. I poked my
nose into everything, but I saw no sign of anyone
else. Perhaps we'd better pull away and lie near

for a bit, just to see if anything queer occurs.'

c You're quite sure he isn't on board ?
'

Racksole asked.
c

Quite,' said Hazell positively ;
*
I know how

to search a vessel. See this,' and he handed to

Racksole a sort of steel skewer, about two feet

long, with a wooden handle. c

That,' he said,
(
is

one of the Customs' aids to searching.'
1 I suppose it wouldn't do to go on board and

carry off the lady ?
'

Racksole suggested doubt-

fully.
c
Well,' Hazell began, with equal doubtfulness,

c as for that
'

c Where's 'e orf ?
'

It was the man in the

bows who interrupted Hazell. Following the

direction of the man's finger, both Hazell and

Racksole saw with more or less distinctness a

dinghy slip away from the forefoot of the Nor-

wegian vessel and disappear down-stream into

the mist.

<
It's Jules, I'll swear,' cried Racksole. < After

him, men. Ten pounds a-piece if we overtake

him!'
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c

Lay down to it now, boys !

'

said Hazell,

and the heavy Customs boat shot out in pursuit.

'This is going to be a lark/ Racksole re-

marked.
c

Depends on what you call a lark,' said Hazell ;

{
it's not much of a lark tearing down midstream

like this in a fog. You never know when you

mayn't be in kingdom come with all these barges

knocking around. I expect that chap hid in the

dinghy when he first caught sight of us, and then

slipped his painter as soon as I'd gone.'

The boat was moving at a rapid pace with the

tide. Steering was a matter of luck and instinct

more than anything else. Every now and then

Hazell, who held the lines, was obliged to jerk
the boat's head sharply round to avoid a barge or

an anchored vessel. It seemed to Racksole that

vessels were anchored all over the stream. He
looked about him anxiously, but for a long time

he could see nothing but mist and vague nautical

forms. Then suddenly he said, quietly enough,
c We're on the right road ; I can see him ahead.

We're gaining on him.' In another minute the

dinghy was plainly visible, not twenty yards away,
and the sculler sculling frantically now was

unmistakably Jules Jules in a light tweed suit

and a bowler hat.

c You were right,' Hazell said ;

c this is a lark.
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I believe I'm getting quite excited. It's more

exciting than playing the trombone in an orchestra.

I'll run him down, eh ? and then we can drag
the chap in from the water.'

Racksole nodded, but at that moment a barge,

with her red sails set, stood out of the fog clean

across the bows of the Customs boat, which nar-

rowly escaped instant destruction. When they

got clear, and the usual interchange of calm,

nonchalant swearing was over, the dinghy was

barely to be discerned in the mist, and the fat man
was breathing in such a manner that his sighs

might almost have been heard on the banks.

Racksole wanted violently to do something, but

there was nothing to do ; he could only sit supine

by Hazell's side in the stern-sheets. Gradually

they began again to overtake the dinghy, whose

one-man crew was evidently tiring. As they came

up, hand over fist, the dinghy's nose swerved aside,

and the tiny craft passed down a water-lane between

two anchored mineral barges, which lay black and

deserted about fifty yards from the Surrey shore.

4 To starboard,' said Racksole. c

No, man I

'

Hazell replied ;

c we can't get through there. He's

bound to come out below ; it's only a feint. I'll

keep our nose straight ahead.'

And they went on, the fat man pounding away,

with a face which glistened even in the thick



THE NIGHT-CHASE AND MUD-LARK 289

gloom. It was an empty dinghy which emerged
from between the two barges and went drifting

and revolving down towards Greenwich.

The fat man gasped a word to his comrade,

and the Customs boat stopped dead.
c E's all right/ said the man in the bows. c If

it's 'im you want, Vs on one o' them barges, so

you've only got to step on and take 'im orf.'

* That's all,' said a voice out of the depths of

the nearest barge, and it was the voice of Jules,

otherwise known as Mr. Tom Jackson.
* 'Ear 'im ?

'

said the fat man smiling.
c 'E's a

good 'un, *e is. But if I was you, Mr. Hazell,

or you, sir, I shouldn't step on to that barge so

quick as all that.'

They backed the boat under the stern of the

nearest barge and gazed upwards.
'
It's all right,' said Racksole to Hazell ;

< I've

got a revolver. How can I clamber up there ?
'

c

Yes, I dare say you've got a revolver all right,'

Hazell replied sharply.
c But you mustn't use it.

There mustn't be any noise. We should have

the river police down on us in a twinkling if there

was a revolver shot, and it would be the ruin of

me. If an inquiry was held the Commissioners

wouldn't take any official notice of the fact that

my superior officer had put me on to this job, and

I should be requested to leave the service.'

u
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' Have no fear on that score,' said Racksole,
c
I shall, of course, take all responsibility.'

c It wouldn't matter how much responsibility

you took,' Hazell retorted ;

c

you couldn't put
me back into the service, and my career would be

at an end.'

' But there are other careers,' said Racksole,

who was really anxious to lame his ex-waiter by
means of a judiciously-aimed bullet. * There are

other careers.'

The Customs is my career,' said Hazell,
* so

let's have no shooting. We'll wait about a bit ; he

can't escape. You can have my skewer if you like
'

and he gave Racksole his searching instrument.
* And you can do what you please, provided you
do it neatly and don't make a row over it.'

For a few moments the four men were passive

in the boat, surrounded by swirling mist, with

black water beneath them, and towering above

them a half-loaded barge with a desperate and

resourceful man on board. Suddenly the mist

parted and shrivelled away in patches, as though
before the breath of some monster. The sky
was visible ; it was a clear sky, and the moon was

shining. The transformation wasjust one ofthose

meteorological quick-changes which happen most

frequently on a great river.

c That's a sight better,' said the fkt man. At
the same moment a head appeared over the edge
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of the barge. It was Jules
1

face dark, sinister

and leering.
' Is it Mr. Racksole in that boat ?

'

he inquired

calmly ;

c

because, if so, let Mr. Racksole step up.

Mr. Racksole has caught me, and he can have me
for the asking. Here I am.* He stood up to

his full height on the barge, tall against the night

sky, and all the occupants of the boat could see

that he held firmly clasped in his right hand a

short dagger.
c

Now, Mr. Racksole, youVe been

after me for a long time/ he continued ;
' here I

am. Why don't you step up ? If you haven't

got the pluck yourself, persuade someone else to

step up in your place . . . the same fair treat-

ment will be accorded to all/ And Jules laughed
a low, penetrating laugh.

He was in the midst of this laugh when he

lurched suddenly forward.
c What'r' you doing of aboard my barge ? Off

you goes !

'

It was a boy's small shrill voice

that sounded in the night. A ragged boy's small

form had appeared silently behind Jules, and two

small arms with a vicious shove precipitated him

into the water. He fell with- a fine gurgling

splash. It was at once obvious that swimming
was not among Jules' accomplishments. He
floundered wildly and sank. When he reappeared
he was dragged into the Customs boat. Rope

U2
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was produced, and in a minute or two the man

lay ignominiously bound in the bottom of the

boat. With the aid of a mudlark a mere barge

boy, who probably had no more right on the barge
than Jules himself Racksole had won his game.
For the first time for several weeks the millionaire

experienced a sensation of equanimity and satisfac-

tion. He leaned over the prostrate form of Jules,

Hazell's professional skewer in his hand.
c What are you going to do with him now ?

'

asked Hazell.
c We'll row up to the landing steps in front of

the Grand Babylon. He shall be well lodged at

my hotel, I promise him.'

Jules spoke no word.

Before Racksole parted company with the

Customs man that night Jules had been safely

transported into the Grand Babylon Hotel and the

two watermen had received their 10 apiece.
' You will sleep here ?

'

said the millionaire to

Mr. George Hazell. c
It is late.'

c With pleasure,' said Hazell. The next

morning he found a sumptuous breakfast awaiting

him, and in his table-napkin was a Bank of Eng-
land note for a hundred pounds. But, though he

did not hear of them till much later, many things
had happened before Hazell consumed that

sumptuous breakfast.
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CHAPTER XXVII

THE CONFESSION OF MR. TOM JACKSON

IT happened that the small bedroom occupied by-

Jules during the years when he was head-waiter at

the Grand Babylon had remained empty since his

sudden dismissal by Theodore Racksole. No other

head-waiter had been formally appointed in his

place ; and, indeed, the absence of one man even

the unique Jules could scarcely have been

noticed in the enormous staff of a place like the

Grand Babylon. The functions of a head-waiter

are generally more ornamental, spectacular and

morally impressive than useful, and it was so at

the great hotel on the Embankment. Racksole

accordingly had the excellent idea of transporting
his prisoner, with as much secrecy as possible, to

this empty bedroom. There proved to be no

difficulty in doing so ; Jules showed himself

perfectly amenable to a show of superior force.

Racksole took upstairs with him an old commis-

sionaire who had been attached to the outdoor
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service of the hotel for many years a grey-haired

man, wiry as a terrier and strong as a mastiff.

Entering the bedroom with Jules, whose hands

were bound, he told the commissionaire to remain

outside the door. Jules' bedroom was quite an

ordinary apartment, though perhaps slightly

superior to the usual accommodation provided for

servants in the caravanserais of the West End.

It was about fourteen feet by twelve. It was

furnished with a bedstead, a small wardrobe, a small

washstand and dressing-table, and two chairs.

There were two hooks behind the door, a strip of

carpet by the bed, and some cheap ornaments on the

iron mantelpiece. There was also one electric light.

The window was a little square one, high up from

the floor, and it looked on the inner quadrangle.
The room was on the top storey the eighth and

from it you had a view sheer to the ground.

Twenty feet below ran a narrow cornice about a

foot wide ; three feet or so above the window
another and wider cornice jutted out, and above

that was the high steep roof of the hotel, though

you could not see it from the window. As Rack-

sole examined the window and the outlook, he said

to himself that Jules could not escape by that

exit, at any rate. He gave a glance up the chimney,
and saw that the flue was far too small to admit a

man's body.
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Then he called in the commissionaire, and to-

gether they bound Jules firmly to the bedstead

allowing him, however, to lie down. All the

while the captive never opened his mouth merely
smiled a smile of disdain. Finally Racksole

removed the ornaments, the carpet, the chairs and

the hooks, and wrenched away the switch of the

electric light. Then he and the commissionaire left

the room, and Racksole locked the door on the

outside and put the key in his pocket.
c You will keep watch here/ he said to the

commissionaire, 'through the night. You can sit

on this chair. Don't go to sleep. If you hear the

slightest noise in the room blow your cab-whistle ;

I will arrange to answer the signal. If there is no

noise do nothing whatever. I don't want this

talked about, you understand. I shall trust you ;

you can trust me/
c But the servants will see me here when they

get up to-morrow,' said the commissionaire, with

a faint smile,
c and they will be pretty certain to

ask what I'm doing of up here. What shall I say

to 'em?'
c You've been a soldier, haven't you ?' asked

Racksole.
c I've seen three campagins, sir,' was the reply,

and, with a gesture of pardonable pride, the grey-
haired fellow pointed to the medals on his breast.
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*
Well, supposing you were on sentry duty and

some meddlesome person in camp asked you
what you were doing what should you say ?

'

c
I should tell him to clear off or take the con-

sequences, and pretty quick too/
c Do that to-morrow morning, then, if neces-

sary/ said Racksole, and departed.
It was then about one o'clock a.m. The

millionaire retired to bed not his own bed, but a

bed on the seventh storey. He did not, however,

sleep very long. Shortly after dawn he was wide-

awake, and thinking busily about Jules. He was,

indeed, very curious to know Jules' story, and he

determined, if the thing could be done at all, by

persuasion or otherwise, to extract it from him.

With a man of Theodore Racksole's temperament
there is no time like the present, and at six o'clock,

as the bright morning sun brought gaiety into the

window, he dressed and went upstairs again to the

eighth storey. The commissionaire sat stolid but

alert on his chair, and, at the sight of his master,
rose and saluted.

c

Anything happened ?
'

Racksole asked.
c

Nothing, sir.'

c Servants say anything ?
'

c

Only a dozen or so of 'em are up yet, sir.

One of 'em asked what I was playing at, and so I

told her I was looking after a bull bitch and a
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litter of pups that you was very particular about,

sir/

c
Good/ said Racksole, as he unlocked the door

and entered the room. All was exactly as he had

left it, except that Jules, who had been lying on his

back, had somehow turned over and was now lying

on his face. He gazed silently, scowling at the

millionaire. Racksole greeted him and ostenta-

tiously took a revolver from his hip-pocket and

laid it on the dressing-table. Then he seated

himself on the dressing-table by the side of the

revolver, his legs dangling an inch or two above

the floor.

c
I want to have a talk to you, Jackson,' he

began.
c You can talk to me as much as you like/ said

Jules.
*
I shan't interfere, you may bet on that.'

* I should like you to answer some questions.'
c That's different,' said Jules.

c I'm not going
to answer any questions while I'm tied up like this.

You may bet on that, too.'

c It will pay you to be reasonable,' said Racksole.
c I'm not going to answer any questions while

I'm tied up.'
*
I'll unfasten your legs, if you like/ Racksole

suggested politely,
c then you can sit up. It's no

use you pretending you've been uncomfortable,

because I know you haven't. I calculate you've
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been treated very handsomely, my son. There

you are !

'

and he loosened the lower extremities

of his prisoner from their bonds. c Now I repeat

you may as well be reasonable. You may as well

admit that you've been fairly beaten in the game
and act accordingly. I was determined to beat you,

by myself, without the police, and I've done it.'

'You've done yourself,' retorted Jules.
* You've gone against the law. If you'd had any
sense you wouldn't have meddled ; you'd have

left everything to the police. They'd have

muddled about for a year or two, and then done

nothing. Who's going to tell the police now ? Are

you ? Are you going to give me up to 'em, and

say,
<c
Here, I've caught him for you." If you do

they'll ask you to explain several things, and then

you'll look foolish. One crime doesn't excuse

another, and you'll find that out.'

With unerring insight, Jules had perceived

exactly the difficulty of Racksole's position, and it

was certainly a difficulty which Racksole did not

attempt to minimise to himself. He knew well

that it would have to be faced. He did not,

however, allow Jules to guess his thoughts.
*
Meanwhile,' he said calmly to the other,

4

you're here and my prisoner. You've committed

a variegated assortment of crimes, and among
them is murder. You are due to be hung.
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You know that. There is no reason why I should

call in the police at all. It will be perfectly easy
for me to finish you off, as you deserve, myself.
I shall only be carrying out justice, and robbing
the hangman of his fee. Precisely as I brought

you into the hotel, I can take you out again. A
few days ago you borrowed or stole a steam yacht
at Ostend. What you have done with it I don't

know, nor do I care. But I strongly suspect that

my daughter had a narrow escape of being
murdered on your steam yacht. Now I have a

steam yacht of my own. Suppose I use it as you
used yours ! Suppose I smuggle you on to it,

steam out to sea, and then ask you to step off it

into the ocean one night. Such things have been

done. Such things will be done again. If I acted

so, I should, at least, have the satisfaction of

knowing that I had relieved society from the

incubus of a scoundrel.
1

c But you won't,' Jules murmured.
c

No,' said Racksole steadily,
c
I won't if you

behave yourself this morning. But I swear to you
that if you don't I will never rest till you are dead,

police or no police. You don't know Theodore

Racksole.'
c
I believe you mean it,' Jules exclaimed, with

an air of surprised interest, as though he had

discovered something of importance.
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c
I believe I do,' Racksole resumed. * Now

listen. At the best, you will be given up to the

police. At the worst, I shall deal with you myself.

With the police you may have a chance you may
get off with twenty years* penal servitude, because,

though it is absolutely certain that you murdered

Reginald Dimmock, it would be a little difficult to

prove the case against you. But with me you
would have no chance whatever. I have a few

questions to put to you, and it will depend on how

you answer them whether I give you up to the

police or take the law into my own hands. And
let me tell you that the latter course would be

much simpler for me. And I would take it, too,

did I not feel that you were a. very clever

and exceptional man ; did I not have a sort of

sneaking admiration for your detestable skill and

ingenuity.'
c You think, then, that I am clever ?

'

said

Jules. 'You are right. I am. I should have

been much too clever for you if luck had not been

against me. You owe your victory, not to skill,

but to luck.'

'That is what the vanquished always say.

Waterloo was a bit of pure luck for the English,

no doubt, but it was Waterloo all the same/

Jules yawned elaborately.
c What do you

want to know ?
'

he enquired, with politeness.
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' First and foremost, I want to know the names

of your accomplices inside this hotel.'

c
I have no more,' said Jules.

c Rocco was the

last.'

c Don't begin by lying to me. If you had no

accomplice, how did you contrive that one

particular bottle of Romane-Conti should be

served to his Highness Prince Eugen ?
'

c Then you discovered that in time, did you ?
'

said Jules.
*
I was afraid so. Let me explain

that that needed no accomplice. The bottle was

topmost in the bin, and naturally it would be

taken. Moreover, I left it sticking out a little

further than the rest.'

c You did not arrange, then, that Hubbard
should be taken ill the night before last ?

'

c
I had no idea,' said Jules,

c that the excellent

Hubbard was not enjoying his accustomed

health.'

c Tell me,' said Racksole,
c who or what is the

origin of your vendetta against the life of Prince

Eugen ?
'

*
I had no vendetta against the life of Prince

Eugen/ said Jules,
' at least, not to begin with. I

merely undertook, for a consideration, to see that

Prince Eugen did not have an interview with a

certain Mr. Sampson Levi in London before a

certain date, that was all. It seemed simple
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enough. I had been engaged in far more com-

plicated transactions before. I was convinced

that I could manage it, with the help of Rocco

and Em and Miss Spencer.'
* Is that woman your wife ?

'

< She would like to be/ he sneered. c Please

don't interrupt. I had completed my arrange-

ments, when you so inconsiderately bought the

hotel. I don't mind admitting now that from the

very moment when you came across me that

night in the corridor I was secretly afraid of you,

though I scarcely admitted the fact even to myself
then. I thought it safer to shift the scene of our

operations to Ostend. I had meant to deal with

Prince Eugen in this hotel, but I decided, then, to

intercept him on the Continent, and I despatched
Miss Spencer with some instructions. Troubles

never come singly, and it happened that just then

that fool Dimmock, who had been in the swim

with us, chose to prove refractory. The slightest

hitch would have upset everything, and I was

obliged to to clear him off the scene. He
wanted to back out he had a bad attack of

conscience, and violent measures were essential.

I regret his untimely decease, but he brought it on

himself. Well, everything was going serenely

when you and your brilliant daughter, apparently

determined to meddle, turned up again among us



THE CONFESSION OF MR. JACKSON 303

at Ostend. Only twenty-four hours, however,
had to elapse before the date which had been

mentioned to me by my employers. I kept poor
little Eugen for the allotted time, and then you

managed to get hold of him. I do not deny that

you scored there, though, according to my
original instructions, you scored too late. The
time had passed, and, so far as I knew, it didn't

matter a pin whether Prince Eugen saw Mr. Samp-
son Levi or not. But my employers were still

uneasy. They were uneasy even after little

Eugen had lain ill in Ostend for several weeks.

It appears that they feared that even at that date

an interview between Prince Eugen and Mr. Samp-
son Levi might work harm to them. So they

applied to me again. This time they wanted Prince

Eugen to be er finished off entirely. They
offered high terms.'

c What terms ?
'

I had received fifty thousand pounds for the

first job, of which Rocco had half. Rocco was

also to be made a member of a certain famous

European order, if things went right. That was

what he coveted far more than the money the

vain fellow ! For the second job I was offered a

hundred thousand. A tolerably large sum. I

regret that I have not been able to earn it.'

' Do you mean to tell me/ asked Racksole,
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horror-struck by this calm confession, in spite of

his previous knowledge, 'that you were offered

a hundred thousand pounds to poison Prince

Eugen ?
'

4 You put it rather crudely,' said Jules in

reply.
c
I prefer to say that I was offered a

hundred thousand pounds if Prince Eugen should

die within a reasonable time.'

c And who were your damnable employers ?
'

'That, honestly, I do not know.'

'You know, I suppose, who paid you the first

fifty thousand pounds, and who promised you the

hundred thousand.'
c
Well,' said Jules,

c
I know vaguely. I know

that he came via Vienna from er Bosnia. My
impression was that the affair had some bearing,
direct or indirect, on the projected marriage of

the King of Bosnia. He is a young monarch,

scarcely out of political leading-strings, as it were,

and doubtless his Ministers thought that they had

better arrange his marriage for him. They tried

last year, and failed because the Princess whom

they had in mind had cast her sparkling eyes on

another Prince. That Prince happened to be

Prince Eugen of Posen. The Ministers of the

King of Bosnia knew exactly the circumstances of

Prince Eugen. They knew that he could not

marry without liquidating his debts, and they
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knew that he could only liquidate his debts

through this Jew, Sampson Levi. Unfortunately
for me, they ultimately wanted to make too sure

of Prince Eugen. They were afraid he might
after all arrange his marriage without the aid of

Mr. Sampson Levi, and so well, you know the

rest. ... It is a pity that the poor little innocent

King of Bosnia can't have the Princess of his

Ministers* choice.'

* Then you think that the King himself had

no part in this abominable crime ?
'

c
I think decidedly not.'

c I am glad of that,' said Racksole simply.
c And now, the name ofyour immediate employer.'

c He was merely an agent. He called himself

Sleszak S-1-e-s-z-a-k. But I imagine that that

wasn't his real name. I don't know his real

name. An old man, he often used to be found

at the H6tel Ritz, Paris.'

c Mr. Sleszak and I will meet,' said Racksole.
c Not in this world,' said Jules quickly.

c He
is dead. I heard only last night just before our

little tussle.'

There was a silence.

c
It is well,' said Racksole at length.

c Prince

Eugen lives, despite all plots. After all, justice

is done.'
c Mr. Racksole is here, but he can see no one,
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miss.' The words came from behind the door,

and the voice was the commissionaire's. Rack-

sole started up, and went towards the door.
c

Nonsense,' was the curt reply, in feminine

tones. ' Move aside instantly.'

The door opened, and Nella entered. There

were tears in her eyes.
c Oh ! dad,' she exclaimed,

c I've only just

heard you were in the hotel. We looked for you

everywhere. Come at once, Prince Eugen is

dying-
' Then she saw the man sitting on

the bed, and stopped.

Later, when Jules was alone again, he re-

marked to himself, *I may get that hundred

thousand.'
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CHAPTER XXVIII

THE STATE BEDROOM ONCE MORE

WHEN, immediately after the episode of the bottle

ofRomanee-Conti in the State dining-room, Prince

Aribert and old Hans found that Prince Eugen
had sunk in an unconscious heap over his chair,

both the former thought, at the first instant, that

Eugen must have already tasted the poisoned
wine. But a moment's reflection showed that

this was not possible. If the Hereditary Prince

of Posen was dying or dead, his condition was

due to some other agency than the Romane'e-

Conti. Aribert bent over him, and a powerful
odour from the man's lips at once disclosed the

cause of the disaster : it was the odour of

laudanum. Indeed, the smell of that sinister

drug seemed now to float heavily over the whole

table. Across Aribert's mind there flashed then

the true explanation. Prince Eugen, taking ad-

vantage of Aribert's attention being momentarily

diverted, and yielding to a sudden impulse of

x 2
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despair, had decided to poison himself, and had

carried out his intention on the spot. The
laudanum must have been already in his pocket,

and this fact went to prove that the unfortunate

Prince had previously contemplated such a pro-

ceeding, even after his definite promise. Aribert

remembered now with painful vividness his

nephew's words :
c
I withdraw my promise. Ob-

serve that I withdraw it.' It must have been

instantly after the utterance of that tormal with-

drawal that Eugen attempted to destroy himself.

'It's laudanum, Hans/ Aribert exclaimed,

rather helplessly.
*

Surely his Highness has not taken poison ?
'

said Hans. c
It is impossible !

'

c I fear it is only too possible/ said the other.

c
It's laudanum. What are we to do ? Quick,

man !

'

c His Highness must be roused, Prince. He
must have an emetic. We had better carry him

to the bedroom.'

They did, and laid him on the great bed ; and

then Aribert mixed an emetic of mustard and

water, and administered it, but without any
effect. The sufferer lay motionless, with every
muscle relaxed. His skin was ice-cold to the

touch, and the eyelids, half-drawn, showed that

the pupils were painfully contracted.



THE STATE BEDROOM ONCE MORE 309

Go out, and send for a doctor, Hans. Say
that Prince Eugen has been suddenly taken ill,

but that it isn't serious. The truth must never

be known.'
* He must be roused, sire,

1 Hans said again,
as he hurried from the room.

Aribert lifted his nephew from the bed, shook

him, pinched him, flicked him cruelly, shouted at

him, dragged him about, but to no avail. At

length he desisted, from mere physical fatigue,

and laid the Prince back again on the bed. Every
minute that elapsed seemed an hour. Alone

with the unconscious organism in the silence of

the great stately chamber, under the cold yellow

glare of the electric lights, Aribert became a prey
to the most despairing thoughts. The tragedy
of his nephew's career forced itself upon him, and

it occurred to him that an early and shameful

death had all along been inevitable for this good-

natured, weak-purposed unhappy child of a

historic throne. A little good fortune, and his

character, so evenly balanced between right and

wrong, might have followed the proper path, and

Eugen might have figured at any rate with

dignity on the European stage. But now it ap-

peared that all was over, the last stroke played.

And in this disaster Aribert saw the ruin of his

own hopes. For Aribert would have to occupy
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his nephew's throne, and he felt instinctively that

nature had not cut him out for a throne. By
a natural impulse he inwardly rebelled against

the prospect of monarchy. Monarchy meant so

much for which he knew himself to be entirely

unfitted. It meant a political marriage, which

means a forced marriage, a union against inclina-

tion. And then what of Nella Nella !

Hans returned. <
I have sent for the nearest

doctor, and also for a specialist,' he said.

'
Good,' said Aribert. c

I hope they will

hurry.' Then he sat down and wrote a card.

c Take this yourself to Miss Racksole. If she is

out of the hotel, ascertain where she is and follow

her. Understand, it is of the first importance.'

Hans bowed, and departed for the second

time, and Aribert was alone again. He gazed at

Eugen, and made another frantic attempt to raise

him from the deadly stupor, but it was useless.

He walked away to the window : through the

opened casement he could hear the tinkle of pas-

sing hansoms on the Embankment below, whistles

of door-keepers, and the hoot of steam-tugs on

the river. The world went on as usual, it ap-

peared. It was an absurd world. He desired

nothing better than to abandon his princely title,

and live as a plain man, the husband of the finest

woman on earth. . , . But now ! , , Pah !
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How selfish he was, to be thinking of himself

when Eugen lay dying. Yet Nella !

The door opened, and a man entered, who
was obviously the doctor. A few curt questions,

and he had grasped the essentials of the case.

<

Oblige me by ringing the bell, Prince. I shall

want some hot water, and an able-bodied man
and a nurse.'

c Who wants a nurse ?
'

said a voice, and

Nella came quietly in.
c
I am a nurse,' she added

to the doctor,
c and at your orders.'

The next two hours were a struggle between

life and death. The first doctor, a specialist who
followed him, Nella, Prince Aribert, and old

Hans formed, as it were, a league to save the

dying man. None else in the hotel knew the

real seriousness of the case. When a Prince

falls ill, and especially by his own act, the precise

truth is not issued broadcast to the universe.

According to official intelligence, a Prince is

never seriously ill until he is dead. Such is

statecraft.

The worst feature of Prince Eugen's case was

that emetics proved futile. Neither of the doc-

tors could explain their failure, but it was only
too apparent. The league was reduced to help-

lessness. At last the great specialist from Man-
chester Square gave it out that there was no
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chance for Prince Eugen unless the natural

vigour of his constitution should prove capable
of throwing off the poison unaided by scientific

assistance, as a drunkard can sleep off his potion.

Everything had been tried, even to artificial re-

spiration and the injection of hot coffee. Having
emitted this pronouncement, the great specialist

from Manchester Square left. It was one o'clock

in the morning. By one of those strange and

futile coincidences which sometimes startle us

by their subtle significance, the specialist met

Theodore Racksole and his captive as they were

entering the hotel. Neither had the least sus-

picion of the other's business.

In the State bedroom the small group of

watchers surrounded the bed. The slow minutes

filed away in dreary procession. Another hour

passed. Then the figure on the bed, hitherto

so motionless, twitched and moved ; the lips

parted.

'There is hope,' said the doctor, and ad-

ministered a stimulant which was handed to him

by Nella.

In a quarter of an hour the patient had

regained consciousness. For the ten thousandth

time in the history of medicine a sound con-

stitution had accomplished a miracle impossible
to the accumulated medical skill of centuries.
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In due course the doctor left, saying that

Prince Eugen was c on the high road to recovery,'

and promising to come again within a few hours.

Morning had dawned. Nella drew the great

curtains, and let in a flood of sunlight. Old

Hans, overcome by fatigue, dozed in a chair in

a far corner of the room. The reaction had

been too much for him. Nella and Prince

Aribert looked at each other. They had not

exchanged a word about themselves, yet each

knew what the other had been thinking. They
clasped hands with a perfect understanding.
Their brief love-making had been of the silent

kind, and it was silent now. No word was

uttered. A shadow had passed from over them,
but only their eyes expressed relief and joy.

* Aribert !

' The faint call came from the

bed. Aribert went to the bedside, while Nella

remained near the window.
4 What is it, Eugen ?

'

he said. c You are

better now.'
* You think so ?

*

murmured the other. c
I

want you to forgive me for all this, Aribert. I

must have caused you an intolerable trouble.

I did it so clumsily ; that is what annoys me.

Laudanum was a feeble expedient ; but I could

think of nothing else, and I daren't ask anyone
for advice. I was obliged to go out and buy
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the stuff for myself. It was all very awkward.

But, thank goodness, it has not been ineffectual.*

' What do you mean, Eugen ? You are

better. In a day or so you will be perfectly

recovered.'
<
I am dying,' said Eugen quietly.

c Do
not be deceived. I die because I wish to die.

It is bound to be so. I know by the feel of my
heart. In a few hours it will be over. The

throne of Posen will be yours, Aribert. You
will fill it more worthily than I have done.

Don't let them know over there that I poisoned

myself. Swear Hans to secrecy ; swear the

doctors to secrecy ; and breathe no word your-
self. I have been a fool, but I do not wish it

to be known that I was also a coward. Perhaps
it is not cowardice ; perhaps it is courage, after

all courage to cut the knot. I could not have

survived the disgrace of any revelations, Aribert,

and revelations would have been sure to come.

I have made a fool of myself, but I am ready to

pay for it. We of Posen we always pay

everything except our debts. Ah ! those debts !

Had it not been for those I could have faced her

who was to have been my wife, to have shared

my throne. I could have hidden my past, and

begun again. With her help I really could have

begun again. But Fate has been against me



THE STATE BEDROOM ONCE MORE 315

always ! always ! By the way, what was that

plot against me, Aribert ? I forget, I forget.'

His eyes closed. There was a sudden noise.

Old Hans had slipped from his chair to the floor.

He picked himself up, dazed, and crept shame-

facedly out of the room.

Aribert took his nephew's hand.
c

Nonsense, Eugen 1 You are dreaming. You
will be all right soon. Pull yourself together.'

'All because of a million,' the sick man
moaned. c One miserable million English pounds.
The national debt of Posen is

fifty millions, and

I, the Prince of Posen, couldn't borrow one. If

I could have got it, I might have held my head

up again. Good-bye, Aribert. . . . Who is that

girl?'
Aribert looked up. Nella was standing silent

at the foot of the bed, her eyes moist. She came

round to the bedside, and put her hand on the

patient's heart. Scarcely could she feel its pulsa-

tion, and to Aribert her eyes expressed a sudden

despair.

At that moment Hans re-entered the room

and beckoned to her.

C I have heard that Herr Racksole has re-

turned to the hotel,' he whispered,
c and that he

has captured that man Jules, who they say is

such a villain.'
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Several times during the night Nella had

inquired for her father, but could gain no know-

ledge of his whereabouts. Now, at half-past six

in the morning, a rumour had mysteriously

spread among the servants of the hotel about the

happenings of the night before. How it had

originated no one could have determined, but it

had originated.
t Where is my father ?

'

Nella asked of Hans.

He shrugged his shoulders, and pointed up-
wards. ( Somewhere at the top, they say.'

Nella almost ran out of the room. Her

interruption of the interview between Jules and

Theodore Racksole has already been described.

As she came downstairs with her father she said

again,
c Prince Eugen is dying but I think you

can save him.'
c I ?

'

exclaimed Theodore.
<
Yes,' she repeated positively.

c
I will tell

you what I want you to do, and you must do

it.'
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CHAPTER XXIX

THEODORE IS CALLED TO THE RESCUE

As Nella passed downstairs from the top storey

with her father the lifts had not yet begun to

work she drew him into her own room, and

closed the door.
' What's this all about ?

'

he asked, somewhat

mystified, and even alarmed by the extreme

seriousness of her face.

c
Dad/ the girl began,

c

you are very rich,

aren't you ? very, very rich ?
'

She smiled

anxiously, timidly. He did not remember to have

seen that expression on her face before. He wanted

to make a facetious reply, but checked himself.

'
Yes,' he said,

c
I am. You ought to know

that by this time.'

* How soon could you realise a million

pounds ?
'

cA million what ?
'

he cried. Even he was

staggered by her calm reference to this gigantic

sum. c What on earth are you driving at ?
'

CA million pounds,' I said. 'That is to say, five
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million dollars. How soon could you realise as

much as that ?
'

c Oh !

'

he answered,
c in about a month, if I

went about it neatly enough. I could unload as

much as that in a month without scaring Wall

Street and other places. But it would want some

management.'
c Useless !

'

she exclaimed. c Couldn't you do

it quicker, if you really had to ?
'

c If I really had to, I could fix it in a week,
but it would make things lively, and I should lose

on the job.'
c Couldn't you,' she persisted,

c couldn't you

go down town this morning and raise a million,

somehow, if it was a matter of life and death ?'

He hesitated. c Look here, Nella,' he said,
c what is it you've got up your sleeve ?

'

c

Just answer my question, dad, and try not to

think that I'm a stark, staring lunatic.'

C
I rather expect I could get a million this

morning, even in London. But it would cost

pretty dear. It might cost me fifty thousand

pounds, and there would be the dickens of an

upset in New York a sort of grand universal

slump in my holdings.'
* Why should New York know anything

about it ?
'

4 Why should New York know anything
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about it !

'

he repeated.
c My girl, when anyone

borrows a million sovereigns the whole world

knows about it. Do you reckon that I can go up
to the Governors of the Bank of England and say,
" Look here, lend Theodore Racksole a million for

a few weeks, and he'll give you an I O U and a

covering note on stocks ?
"

c But you could get it ?
'

she asked again.
c lf there's a million in London I guess I

could handle it,' he replied.
c

Well, dad,' and she put her arms round his

neck, 'you've just got to go out and fix it. See ?

It's for me. I've never asked you for anything

really big before. But I do now. And I want it

so badly.'

He stared at her. c
I award you the prize,'

he said, at length.
c You deserve it for colossal

and immense coolness. Now you can tell me
the true inward meaning of all this rigmarole.

What is it?'

1
1 want it for Prince Eugen,' she began, at

first hesitatingly, with pauses. 'He's ruined

unless he can get a million to pay off his debts.

He's dreadfully in love with a Princess, and he

can't marry her because of this. Her parents

wouldn't allow it. He was to have got it from

Sampson Levi, but he arrived too late owing to

Jules.
1
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c
I know all about that perhaps more than

you do. But I don't see how it affects you or me.'

c The point is this, dad,' Nella continued.
* He's tried to commit suicide he's so hipped.

Yes, real suicide. He took laudanum last night.

It didn't kill him straight off he's got over the

first shock, but he's in a very weak state, and he

says he means to die. And I truly believe he

will die. Now, if you could let him have that

million, dad, you would save his life.'

Nella's item of news was a considerable and

disconcerting surprise to Racksole, but he hid his

feelings fairly well.

'
I haven't the least desire to save his life,

Nell. I don't over-much respect your Prince

Eugen. I've done what I could for him but only
for the sake of seeing fair play, and because I

object to conspiracies and secret murders. It's a

different thing if he wants to kill himself. What
I say is : Let him. Who is responsible for his

being in debt to the tune of a million pounds ?

He's only got himself and his bad habits to

thank for that. I suppose if he does happen to

peg out, the throne of Posen will go to Prince

Aribert. And a good thing, too 1 Aribert is

worth twenty of his nephew.'
' That's just it, dad,' she said, eagerly follow-

ing up her chance. c I want you to save Prince
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Eugen just because Aribert Prince Aribert

doesn't wish to occupy the throne. He'd much

prefer not to have it.'

< Much prefer not to have it ! Don't talk

nonsense. If he's honest with himself, he'll

admit that he'll be jolly glad to have it. Thrones

are in his blood, so to speak.'
* You are wrong, father. And the reason is

this : If Prince Aribert ascended the throne of

Posen he would be compelled to marry a

Princess.'

c Well ! A Prince ought to marry a Princess.'

c But he doesn't want to. He wants to give

up all his royal rights, and live as a subject. He
wants to marry a woman who isn't a Princess.'

< Is she rich ?
'

< Her father is,' said the girl.
<

Oh, dad !

can't you guess ? He he loves me.' Her
head fell on Theodore's shoulder and she began
to cry.

The millionaire whistled a very high note.

Nell !

'

he said at length.
< And you ? Do

you sort of cling to him ?
'

*

Dad,' she answered,
c

you are stupid. Do

you imagine I should worry myself like this if

I didn't ?
'

She smiled through her tears. She

knew from her father's tone that she had

accomplished a victory.
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'
It's a mighty queer arrangement,' Theodore

remarked. * But of course if you think it'll be of

any use, you had better go down and tell your
Prince Eugen that that million can be fixed up,

if he really needs it. I expect there'll be decent

security, or Sampson Levi wouldn't have mixed

himself up in it.'

c

Thanks, dad. Don't come with me ;
I may

manage better alone.'

She gave a formal little curtsey and disappeared.

Racksole, who had the talent, so necessary to mil-

lionaires, of attending to several matters at once,

the large with the small, went off to give orders

about the breakfast and the remuneration of his

assistant of the evening before, Mr. George
Hazell. He then sent an invitation to Mr. Felix

Babylon's room, asking that gentleman to take

breakfast with him. After he had related to

Babylon the history of Jules' capture, and had a

long discussion with him upon several points of

hotel management, and especially as to the

guarding of wine-cellars, Racksole put on his hat,

sallied forth into the Strand, hailed a hansom, and

was driven to the City. The order and nature of

his operations there were too complex and technical

to be described here.

When Nella returned to the State bedroom

both the doctor and the great specialist were again
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in attendance. The two physicians moved away
from the bedside as she entered, and began to talk

quietly together in the embrasure of the window.
* A curious case !

'

said the specialist.
c Yes. Of course, as you say, it's a neurotic

temperament that's at the bottom of the trouble.

When you've got that and a rigorous constitution

working one against the other, the results are apt

to be distinctly curious. Do you consider there

is any hope, Sir Charles ?
'

c If I had seen him when he recovered con-

sciousness I should have said there was hope.

Frankly, when I left last night, or rather this

morning, I didn't expect to see the Prince alive

again let alone conscious, and able to talk.

According to all the rules of the game, he ought
to get over the shock to the system with per-

fect ease and certainty. But I don't think he

will. I don't think he wants to. And moreover,
I think he is still under the influence of suicidal

mania. If he had a razor he would cut his

throat. You must keep his strength up. Inject,

if necessary. I will come in this afternoon. I

am due now at St. James's Palace.' And the

specialist hurried away, with an elaborate bow and

a few hasty words of polite reassurances to Prince

Aribert.

When he had gone Prince Aribert took the

Y 2
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other doctor aside. c

Forget everything, doctor,*

he said,
c

except that I am one man and you are

another, and tell me the truth. Shall you be able

to save his Highness ? Tell me the truth/
* There is no truth,' was the doctor's reply.

* The future is not in our hands, Prince.'

* But you are hopeful ? Yes or no.'

The doctor looked at Prince Aribert. ( No !

'

he said shortly.
c
I am not. I am never hopeful

when the patient is not on my side.'

c You mean ?
'

c
I mean that his Royal Highness has no desire

to live. You must have observed that.'

c

Only too well,' said Aribert.

* And you are aware of the cause ?
'

Aribert nodded an affirmative.

c But cannot remove it ?
'

'No,' said Aribert. He felt a touch on his

sleeve. It was Nella's finger. With a gesture
she beckoned him towards the ante-room.

* Ifyou choose,' she said, when they were alone,
' Prince Eugen can be saved. I have arranged it.'

' You have arranged it ?
' He bent over her,

almost with an air of alarm.

* Go and tell him that the million pounds
which is so necessary to his happiness will be

forthcoming. Tell him that it will be forthcoming

to-day, if that will be any satisfaction to him.'



THEODORE CALLED TO THE RESCUE 325

c But what do you mean by this, Nella ?
'

*
I mean what I say, Aribert,' and she sought

his hand and took it in hers. c

Just what I say.

If a million pounds will save Prince Eugen's life,

it is at his disposal.'
c But how how have you managed it ? By

what miracle ?
'

c My father,' she replied softly,
c will do any-

thing that I ask him. Do not let us waste time.

Go and tell Eugen it is arranged, that all will

be well. Go !

'

c But we cannot accept this this enormous,
this incredible favour. It is impossible.'

*
Aribert,' she said quickly,

c remember you
are not in Posen holding a Court reception. You
are in England and you are talking to an American

girl who has always been in the habit of having
her own way.'

The Prince threw up his hands and went back

in to the bedroom. The doctor was at a table

writing out a prescription. Aribert approached the

bedside, his heart beating furiously. Eugen
greeted him with a faint, fatigued smile.

c

Eugen,' he whispered,
c listen carefully to me.

I have news. With the assistance of friends I

have arranged to borrow that million for you. It

is quite settled, and you may rely on it. But you
must get better. Do you hear me ?
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Eugen almost sat up in bed. e Tell me I am
not delirious/ he exclaimed.

c Of course you aren't,' Aribert replied.
c But

you mustn't sit up. You must take care of

yourself.'
* Who will lend the money ?

'

Eugen asked

in a feeble, happy whisper.
' Never mind. You shall hear later. Devote

yourself now to getting better.'

The change in the patient's face was extra-

ordinary. His mind seemed to have put on an

entirely different aspect. The doctor was startled

to hear him murmur a request for food. As for

Aribert, he sat down, overcome by the turmoil of

his own thoughts. Till that moment he felt that

he had never appreciated the value and the marvel-

lous power of mere money, of the lucre which

philosophers pretend to despise and men sell their

souls for. His heart almost burst in its admira-

tion for that extraordinary Nella, who by mere

personal force had raised two men out of the

deepest slough of despair to the blissful heights of

hope and happiness.
' These Anglo-Saxons,' he

said to himself,
* what a race !

'

By the afternoon Eugen was noticeably and

distinctly better. The physicians, puzzled for the

third time by the progress of the case, announced

now that all danger was past. The tone of the
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announcement seemed to Aribert to imply that the

fortunate issue was due wholly to unrivalled

medical skill, but perhaps Aribert was mistaken.

Anyhow, he was in a most charitable mood, and

prepared to forgive anything.
c

Nella/ he said a little later, when they were

by themselves again in the ante-chamber,
c what

am I to say to you ? How can I thank you ?

How can I thank your father ?
'

c You had better not thank my father/ she said.

' Dad will -affect to regard the thing as a purely
business transaction, as, of course, it is. As for

me, you can you can
*

< Well ?
'

* Kiss me/ she said.
c There ! Are you sure

youVe formally proposed to me, mon prince ?
'

c Ah ! Nell !

'

he exclaimed, putting his arms

round her again.
c Be mine ! That is all I

want !

'

c You'll find/ she said,
' that you'll want dad's

consent, too !

'

' Will he make difficulties ? He could not,

Nell not with you !

'

* Better ask him/ she said sweetly.

A moment later Racksole himself entered the

room.
c

Going on all right ?
'

he enquired, pointing
to the bedroom.
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c

Excellently/ the lovers answered together, and

they both blushed.
c Ah !

'

said Racksole. c

Then, if that's so, and

you can spare a minute, I've something to show

you, Prince.'



3*9

CHAPTER XXX
CONCLUSION

c
I'VE a great deal to tell you. Prince,' Racksole

began, as soon as they were out of the room,
c and

also, as I said, something to show you. Will you
come to my room ? We will talk there first.

The whole hotel is humming with excitement.'
* With pleasure,

1

said Aribert.
* Glad his Highness Prince Eugen is recover-

ing,' Racksole said, urged by considerations of

politeness.
c Ah ! As to that

'

Aribert began.
c If you don't mind, we'll discuss that later,

Prince,' Racksole interrupted him.

They were in the proprietor's private room.
c
I want to tell you all about last night,'

Racksole resumed,
c about my capture of Jules,

and my examination of him this morning.' And
he launched into a full account of the whole

thing, down to the least details.
c You see,' he

concluded,
c that our suspicions as to Bosnia were

tolerably correct. But as regards Bosnia, the
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more I think about it, the surer I feel that

nothing can be done to bring their criminal poli-

ticians to justice/
c And as to Jules, what do you propose to

do ?'

c Come this way,' said Racksole, and led

Aribert to another room. A sofa in this room
was covered with a linen cloth. Racksole lifted

the cloth he could never deny himself a dra-

matic moment and disclosed the body of a dead

man.

It was Jules, dead, but without a scratch or

mark on him.
c
I have sent for the police not a street con-

stable, but an official from Scotland Yard/ said

Racksole.
c How did this happen ?

'

Aribert asked,
amazed and startled.

c
I understood you to say

that he was safely immured in the bedroom.'
c So he was/ Racksole replied.

c
I went up

there this afternoon, chiefly to take him some

food. The commissionaire was on guard at the

door. He had heard no noise, nothing un-

usuaL Yet when I entered the room Jules was

gone. He had by some means or other loosened

his fastenings ; he had then managed to take the

door off the wardrobe. He had moved the bed

in front of the window, and by pushing the ward-
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robe door three parts out of the window and

lodging the inside end of it under the rail at the

head of the bed, he had provided himself with a

sort of insecure platform outside the window.

All this he did without making the least sound.

He must then have got through the window, and

stood on the little platform. With his fingers he

would just be able to reach the outer edge of the

wide cornice under the roof of the hotel. By
main strength of arms he had swung himself on

to this cornice, and so got on to the roof proper.
He would then have the run of the whole roof.

At the side of the building facing Salisbury Lane

there is an iron fire-escape, which runs right

down from the ridge of the roof into a little sunk

yard level with the cellars. Jules must have

thought that his escape was accomplished. But

it unfortunately happened that one rung in the

iron escape-ladder had rusted rotten through

being badly painted. It gave way, and Jules,

not expecting anything of the kind, fell to the

ground. That was the end of all his cleverness

and ingenuity.'

As Racksole ceased speaking he replaced the

linen cloth with a gesture from which reverence

was not wholly absent.

When the grave had closed over the dark and

tempestuous career ofTom Jackson, once the pride
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of the Grand Babylon, there was little trouble for

the people whose adventures we have described.

Miss Spencer, that yellow-haired, faithful slave and

attendant of a brilliant scoundrel, was never heard

of again. Possibly to this day she survives, a

mystery to her fellow-creatures, in the pension of

some cheap foreign boarding-house. As for Rocco,
he certainly was heard of again. Several years
after the events set down, it came to the know-

ledge of Felix Babylon that the unrivalled Rocco

had reached Buenos Ayres, and by his culinary
skill was there making the fortune of a new and

splendid hotel. Babylon transmitted the inform-

ation to Theodore Racksole, and Racksole might,
had he chosen, have put the forces of the law in

motion against him. But Racksole, seeing that

everything pointed to the fact that Rocco was now

pursuing his vocation honestly, decided to leave him
alone. The one difficulty which Racksole experi-
enced after the demise of Jules and it was

a difficulty which he had, of course, anticipated

was connected with the police. The police, very

properly, wanted to know things. They desired

to be informed what Racksole had been doing in

the Dimmock affair, between his first visit to

Ostend and his sending for them to take charge of

Jules' dead body. And Racksole was by no means
inclined to tell them everything. Beyond question
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he had transgressed the laws of England, and

possibly also the laws of Belgium ; and the moral

excellence of his motives in doing so was, of

course, in the eyes of legal justice, no excuse for

such conduct. The inquest upon Jules aroused

some bother ; and about ninety-and-nine separate

and distinct rumours. In the end, however,
a compromise was arrived at. Racksole's first aim

was to pacify the inspector whose clue, which by
the way was a false one, he had so curtly declined

to follow up. That done, the rest needed only
tact and patience. He proved to the satisfaction

of the authorities that he had acted in a perfectly

honest spirit, though with a high hand, and that

substantial justice had been done. Also, he subtly

indicated that, if it came to the point, he should

defy them to do their worst. Lastly, he was able,

through the medium of the United States Ambas-

sador, to bring certain soothing influences to bear

upon the situation.

One afternoon, a fortnight after the recovery of

the Hereditary Prince of Posen, Aribert, who was

still staying at the Grand Babylon, expressed a

wish to hold converse with the millionaire. Prince

Eugen, accompanied by Hans and some Court

officials whom he had sent for, had departed with

immense tclat^ armed with the comfortable million,

to arrange formally for his betrothal. Touching
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the million, Eugen had given satisfactory personal

security, and the money was to be paid off in

fifteen years.
c You wish to talk to me, Prince/ said Rack-

sole to Aribert, when they were seated together in

the former's room.
c
I wish to tell you,' replied Aribert,

* that it is

my intention to renounce all my rights and titles

as a Royal Prince of Posen, and to be known in

future as Count Hartz a rank to which I am
entitled through my mother. Also that I have a

private income of ten thousand pounds a year, and

a chateau and a town house in Posen. I tell you
this because I am here to ask the hand of your

daughter in marriage. I love her, and I am vain

enough to believe that she loves me. I have

already asked her to be my wife, and she has con-

sented. We await your approval/
'You honour us, Prince,' said Racksole with a

slight smile,
c and in more ways than one. May

I ask your reason for renouncing your princely
titles ?

'

c

Simply because the idea of a morganatic

marriage would be as repugnant to me as it would
be to yourself and to Nella.'

c That is good.'
The Prince laughed.
*I suppose it has occurred to you that ten
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thousand pounds per annum, for a man in your

position, is a somewhat small income. Nella is

frightfully extravagant. I have known her to

spend sixty thousand dollars in a single year, and

have nothing to show for it at the end. Why !

she would ruin you in twelve months.*
1 Nella must reform her ways/ Aribert said.

c If she is content to do so,' Racksole went on,
' well and good ! I consent/

c In her name and my own, I thank you,' said

Aribert gravely.
c And/ the millionaire continued,

c so that she

may not have to reform too fiercely, I shall settle

on her absolutely, with reversion to your children,

if you have any, a lump sum of fifty million

dollars, that is to say, ten million pounds, in

sound, selected railway stock. I reckon that is

about half my fortune. Nella and I have always
shared equally.'

Aribert made no reply. The two men shook

hands in silence, and then it happened that Nella

entered the room.

That night, after dinner, Racksole and his

friend Felix Babylon were walking together on

the terrace of the Grand Babylon Hotel.

Felix had begun the conversation.
C
I suppose, Racksole,' he had said, 'you

aren't getting tired of the Grand Babylon ?
'
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c Why do you ask ?
f

' Because I am getting tired of doing without

it. A thousand times since I sold it to you I

have wished I could undo the bargain. I can't

bear idleness. Will you sell ?
'

c
I might/ said Racksole,

*
I might be induced

to sell/

c What will you take, my friend ?
'

asked

Mix.
' What I gave,* was the quick answer.
' Eh !

'

Felix exclaimed. c
I sell you my hotel

with Jules, with Rocco, with Miss Spencer. You

go and lose all those three inestimable servants,

and then offer me the hotel without them at the

same price 1 It is monstrous.' The little man

laughed heartily at his own wit. (
Nevertheless,'

he added,
c we will not quarrel about the price. I

accept your terms.'

And so was brought to a close the complex
chain of events which had begun when Theodore

Racksole ordered a steak and a bottle of Bass at

the table d'hote of the Grand Babylon Hotel.
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Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan ?
The Man from Manchester.
A Detective's Triumphs.
In the Grip of the Law.
Wanted 1

From Information Received.
Tracked to Doom.
Link bv Link.

Aroused.
Deeds.

Riddles Read.
The Mystery ofJamaica Terrace.
Chronicles of Michael Danevitch.

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour.
Archie LovelL

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON.

Roxy.

BY 0. MANVILLE FENN.
The New Mistress.

Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily.
The White Virgin.

BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna.
Polly.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson,

Seventy-five Brooke Street
Never Forgotten.
The Lady of Brantome.
Fatal Zero.

BY PERCY FITZGERALD and Other*.

Strange Secrets.

BY R. E. FRANOILLON.

Olympia.
One by One.
Queen Cophetua.
A Real Queen.
King or Knave.
Romances of the Law.
Ropes of Sand.
A Dog and his Shadow.

BY HAROLD FREDERIC.

Seth's Brother's Wife.
The Lawton Girl

Prefaced by S/> //, BARTLE FRERE.

Pandurang Harl

BY GILBERT GAUL
A Strange Manuscript

BY CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
What will the World Say?
In Honour Bound.
In Love and War.
For the King.
Queen of the Meadow.
In Pastures Green.
The Flower of the Forest
A Heart's Problem.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft
Of High Degree.
The Dead Heart
By Mead and Stream.
Heart's Delight
Fancy Free.

Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot
Blood-Money.

BY WILLIAM GILBERT.

James Duke, Costermonger.

London: CHATTO & WNDUS, in St. Martin't L<uu, W.C.



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS.

BY ERNEST GLANVILLE.

The Lost Heiress.
The Fossicker.
A Fair Colonist

BY REV. 8. BARINQ GOULD.

Eve.
Red Spider.

BY HENRY GREVILLE.

Nikanor.

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY.

Every-Day Papers.

BY THOMAS HARDY.

Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY BRET HARTE.

An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp,
Califorman Stories.

Gabriel Conroy.
Flip.

Manga.
A Phyllis of the Sierras.
A Waif of the Plains.

A Ward of the Golden Gate,

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
Sebastian Strome.
Dost
Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna.
Love or a Name.
David Poindexter*s Disappear-

ance.
The Spectre of the Camera.

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS.

Ivan de Biron.

BY Q. A. HENTY.

Rujub, the Juggler.

BY HENRY HERMAN.

A Leading Lady.

BY HEADON HILL

Zambra, the Detective.

BY JOHN HILL

Treason-Felony.

BY MRS. CA8HEL HOEY.

The Lover's Creed.

BY MRS, GEORGE HOOPER.

The House of Raby.

BY MRS. HUNGERFORD.
In Durance Vile.

A Maiden all Forlorn.
A Mental Struggle.
Marvel.
A Modern Circe.

Lady Verner's Flight.
The Red-House Mystery.
The Three Graces.
An Unsatisfactory Lover.

Lady Patty.
Nora Creina.

April's Lady.
Peter's Wife.
The Professor's Experiment.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT.

Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket
Self-Condemned.
That Other Person.

BY HARRIETT JAY.

The Dark Colleen.

The Queen of Connaught

BY MARK KERSHAW.

Colonial Facts and Fictions.

BY R. ASHE KING.

A Drawn Game.
* The Wearing of the Green.

1

Passion's Slave.
Bell Barry.

BY EDMOND LEPELLETIER.

Madame Sans-Gene.

London: CHATTO & WINDUS, xix St. Martin's Lane, W.C.



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS.

BY JOHN LEYS.
The Lindsays.

BY f. LYNN LINTON,
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonementof Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost
Under which Lord ?

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
'My Lovel'
lone.
Paston Carew.
Sowing the Wind.
The One too Many.
Dulcie Everton.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.
Linley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.
Camiola : a Girl with a Fortune.
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring.

BY HUGH MacCOLL
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet

BY GEORGE MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

BY W. H. MALLOCK,
The New Republic.

BY BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

BY L T. MEADE.
A Soldier of Fortune.

BY LEONARD MERfilCK.
The Man who was Good.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMA88.
Touch and Go.
Mr. Dorillion.

BY MRS. MOLE8WORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.

BY J. E. MUDDOCK.
Stories Weird and Wonderful
The Dead Man's Secret
From the Bosom of the Deep.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Life's Atonement
Joseph's Coat
Val Strange.
A Model Father.
Coals of Fire.
Hearts.

By the Gate of the Sea.
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Bob Martin's Little Girl
Time's Revenges,
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.

Mount Despair.
A Capful o' Nails.

BY MURRAY AND HERMAN.
One Traveller Returns.
Paul Jones's Alias.

The Bishops' Bible.

BY HUME NISBET.
' BaH Up !'

Dr. Bernard St Vincent

BY W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's.

Billy Bellew.

BY ALICE O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen.
Chance ? or Fate ?

London: CHATTO & W1NDUS, HI St. Marti*'i Lane, W.C.



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS.

BY GEORGES OHNEL
Doctor Rameau.
A Last Love.
A Weird Gift

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.

Whiteladies.
The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England

BY OUIDA.

Held in Bondage.
Strathraore,
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalia.

Cecil Castlemaine's Gage.
Tricotrin.

Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.

Signa.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.
Moths.

Friendship.
Pipistrello.
BimbL
In Maremma.
Wanda.
Frescoes.
Princess Napraxine.
Two Little Wooden Shoes.
A Village Commune.
Othmar.
Guilderoy.
Ruffino.

Syrlin.
Santa Barbara.
Two Offenders.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos.

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.

Lost Sir Massingberd.
A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinck's Tutor.

Murphy's Master.

BY JAMES PWH continued.

A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
A Woman's vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst
TheClyffardsofClyffe.
The Family Scapegrace.
The Foster Brothers.
The Best of Husbands.
Found Dead.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her.
Humorous Stones.
Gwendoline's Harvest
Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
Less Black than We're Painted
By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One RooL
Carlyon's Year.
A Confidential Agent
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
From Exile.
Kit : A Memory.
For Cash Only.
The Canon's ward.
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.
Glow-worm Tales.
The Mystery of Mirbridge.
The Burnt Million.

The Word and the Will
A Prince of the Blood.

Sunny Stories.

A Trying Patient

BY MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED.

The Romance of a Station.

The Soul of Countess Adrian.
Outlaw and Lawmaker.
Christina Chard.
Mrs. Tregaskiss.

London: CHATTO * WINDUS, in St. Martin's Lane, W.C.



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS.

BY RICHARD PRYCE.

Miss Maxwell's Affections.

BY CHARLES READE.

It is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash.

Peg Woffington.
Christie Iohnstone.
Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.

Singleheart and Doubleface.

Good Stories of Man and other
Animals.

The Jilt
A Perilous Secret
Readiana.

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL

Her Mother's Darling.
The Uninhabited House.
Weird Stories.

Fairy Water.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
The Nun's Curse.
Idle Tales.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.

Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
The Woman in the Dark.

BY DORA RUSSELL
A Country Sweetheart.

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL
Round the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cap*.

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL-continued.
A Book for the Hammock.
Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.'

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe*
An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea,
The Phantom Death.
The Good Ship 'Mohock. 1

Is He the Man ?

Heart of Oak.
The Convict Ship.
The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry.

BY ALAN ST. AUBYN,
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Junior Dean.
The Master of St Benedict'!.
To His Own Master.
Orchard Damerel.
In the Face of the World.
The Tremlett Diamonds.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

Gaslight and Daylight.

BY GEORGE R. SIMS.

The Ring o' Bells.

Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Tales of To-day.
Dramas of Life.

Tinkletop's Crime.

Zeph : a Circus Story.
My Two Wives.
Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The Ten Commandments.
Dagonet Abroad.

Rogues and Vagabonds.

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match in the Dark.

BY HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.
The Plunger.
Beatrice and Benedick.

Long Odds.
The Master of Rathkelly.

London: CHATTO * WINDUS. m St. Martin' La**, W.C*



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
The Golden Hoop.
By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked.
Back to Life.

The Loudwater Tragedy.
Burgo's Romance.
Quittance in Full.

A Husband from the Sea.

BY R. A. 8TERNDALE.

The Afghan Knife.

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.

New Arabian Nights.

BY WALTER THORNBURY.

Tales for the Marines.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

The Way We Live Now.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
The American Senator.
Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
The Land-Leaguers.

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.

Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.
Like Ships upon the Sea.

BY T. ADOLPHU8 TROLLOPE,

Diamond Cut Diamond.

fir MARK TWAIN.

Tom Sawyer.
A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant
Pleasure Trip on the Continent

BY MARK TWAIH continual.

The Gilded Age.
Huckleberry Finn.
Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the Pauper.
Mark Twain's Sketches.
Yankee at Court of K. Arthur.
The JI,OOO,OOQ Bank-note.

BY SARAH TYTLER.

Noblesse Oblige.
Citoyenne Jacqueline.
The Huguenot Family.
What She Came Through.
Beauty and the Beast
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Disappeared.
Lady Bell.

Buried Diamonds.
The Blackball Ghosts.

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLEU

Mistress Judith.

BY ALLEN UPWARD.

The Queen against Owen.
The Prince of Balkistan.

God Save the Queen.

BY ARTEMUS WARD.

Artemus Ward Complete

BY WILLIAM WE8TALL

Trust-Money.

BY MRS. F. H. WILLIAMSON.

A Child Widow.

BY J. 8. WINTER.

Cavalry Life.

Regimental Legends.

BY H. F. WOOD.

Passenger from Scotland Yard.

Englishman of the Rue Cain.

tendon: CHATTO & WJNDUS, Hi St. Martin's Lan*> W.C.
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ABC (The) of Cricket : a Black View of the Game. (26 Illustra-
tions.) By HUGH FIELDING. Demy 8vo, is.

Adams (W. Davenport), Works by.
A Dictionary of the Drama : being a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players,

and Playhouses of the Waited Kingdom and America, from the Earliest Times to the Present
Day. Crown 8vo, half-bound, I2J-. 6rf. {Preparing

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by W. DAVENPORT ADAMS. PostSvo, cjothjimp, as. o'X

Agony Column (The) of *The Times,' from 1800 to~i87o~ Edited,
with an Introduction, by ALICE CLAY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, gj. 6d.

Alden (W. L.). Drewitt's Dream. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt topT65~~
Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by ~Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each"

Maid, Wife, or Widow? "y
| Blind Fate.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3-5-. 6ct. each; post 8vo, picture boards, 2j. each.
Valerie's Fate. | A Life Interest.

| Mona's Choice.
| By Woman's Wit.

Crown 8vo, cloth 3^. dd. each.

A Golden Autumn. 1
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor. | The Istep-inotherT

The Cost of her Pride. I Barbara, Lady's Maid and Peeress. I A Fight with Fate.
Mrs. Crichton's C
A Missing Hero.

Allen (F. M.). Green as Grass. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Allen (Grant), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 65. each.
The Evolutionist at Large. | Moorland Idylls.
Post-Prandial Philosophy. Crown-Svo, art linen, y.6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6ti. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, sr. each.
Babylon. 12 Hlustrations. The Devil's Die. I The Duchess ofPowyeland.
Strange Stories. This Mortal Coil. Blood Royal.The Beckoning Hand. The Tents of Shem. Ivan Great's Masterpiece,For Maimie's Sake. The Great Taboo. The Scallywag. 34!Justs.
Philistia. Dumaresq's Daughter. At Market Value.
In all Shades. Under Sealed Orders. I

The Tents of Shem. POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6rf.

Anderson (Mary). Othello's Occupation. Crown 8vo, cloth, yT&l.
Antrobus (C. L.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. each.

Quality Corner.
J

Wifdersmoor.
|

The Wine of Finvarra.

Appleton (G. Webb). Rash Conclusions. Crown Svprcloth, y. 6d.

Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by^
The Wonderful Adventures of Phra the Phoenician. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 12

Illustrations by II. M. PA<*,ET, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

The Constable of St. Nicholas. With Frontispiece by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. &f. ;

picture cloth, fiat back, zs.

Art (The) of Amusing": A Collection of Graceful Arts, GamesTTricks,
Puzzles, and Charades. By FRANK BELT-EW. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4?. 6</.

Artemus Ward's Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, %s. &(. Also a POPULAR EDITION post ?vo, picture boards. ?s.

Ashfon (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d.
Humour, Wit, arid Satire of the Seventeenth Century. With 82 Illustrations.

English Caricature and Satire on Napoleon the_First. With 115 Illustrations.

Social Life In the Reign of Queen Anne. With 85 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, v. 6*
Crown 8vo, cloth7giU~top, 6s. each.

Social Llf anrtor the Regency, with go Illustrations,

Florlzel'B Folly s The Story of GEORGE IV. With Photo<rTUt Frontispiece and is lUustiattoiw.
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Bacteria, YeastTFungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis ofT^ By
W. B. GROVE. B.A. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3*. 6rf.

Bardsley (Rev. C. Wareing, M.A.), Works by.
English Surnames : Thejr Sources and Significations. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 64.

Curiosities of Puritan Nomenclature. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3/. 6d.
^

Barr (Robert), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
In a Steamer Chair. With Frontispiece and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND.
From Whose Bourne, &c, With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others.

Revenge ! With 12 Illustrations by LANCELOT SPEED and others.
A Woman Intervenes. With 8 Illustrations by HAL HURST.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, dr. each.
The Unchanging East : Notes on a Visit to the Farther Edge of the Mediterranean.
A Prince of Good Fellows. With 15 Illustrationtby EDMUND J. SULLIVAN.

BarrettlFrankyrNovels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated beards, as. each; cloth, ss. 6rf.each.

The Bin of Oiga Zassoulich. John Ford; and His Helpmate.
Between Life and Death. A Recoiling Vengeance.
Folly Morrison. I Little Lady Linton. Lieut. Barnabas. | Found Guilty,A Prodigal's Progress. |

Honest Davie. | For Love and Honour.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, ss. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each.

Fettered for Life. | The Woman of the Iron Bracelets.
| The Harding Scandal

A Missing Witness. With 8 Illustrations by W. H. MARGBTSON.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6rf. each.

Under a Strange Mask. With 19 lllusts. by E. F. BREWTNALL. | Was Sha Justified 7

Lady Jjudas. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Besant (Sir Walter) and James Rice, Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each ; cloth

Ready-Money Mortiboy.
The Golden Butterfly.
My Little Girl.

th Harp and Crown.wT,

This Son of Vulcan.
The Monks of Thelema.
By Celia's Arbour.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

limp, aj. 6(1. each.
The Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucruft.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay,
The Ten Years' Tenant.

*** There are also LIBRARY EDITIONS of all excepting the first two. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each.

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each : cloth limp, a.r. M. each.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. With 12 Illustrations by FRED. BARNARD. -Also the

LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2*. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3^. net.

The Captains' Room, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER.
All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illustrations by HARRY FURNISS.
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece by CHARLES GREEN.
Uncle Jack, and other Stories. Children of Glbeon.
The World Went Very Well Then. With 12 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER.
Herr Paulus: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall.

|
The Bell of St. Paul's,

For Faith and Freedom. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and F. WADDY.
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER.
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD.
Armorel of Lyonesse : A Romance of To-day. With la Illustrations by F. BARNARD.
St. Katherine's by the Tower. With 12 lllusts by C. GREEN. Also- in picture cloth, flat back, w.
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis, &c. With a Frontispiece by GORDON BROWNE.
The Ivory Gate. I The Rebel Queen.
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. With 12 Illustrations by W. H. HYDE.
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frontispiece by A. FORESTIER. | The Revolt of Man,
The Master Craftsman. | The City of Refuge.

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. each.
A Fountain Sealed. |

The Changeling. | The Fourth Generation,
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.

The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations by F. PEGRAM.
The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustrations by G. DEMAIN-HAMMOND.
No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations by CHARLES D. WARD,

POPULARISATIONS, mediurrTSvo, 6d. each.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. I The Chaplain of the Fieat.
The Golden Butterfly. The Orange Girl.

Ready-Money Mortiboy. \ Children c f Gibaon.
The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK,

With 50 Illustrations by CHRIS HAMMOND and JVLB GoonMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. 6J.

Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Illustrations.~~Crown~8vb7cloth". &. dd.

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Sir Richard Whittington. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, art linen, &. (xt.

Gaspard de Goligny. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, art linen, -$s.6d.
The Art of Fiction. Fcar>. 8vo, cloth, red top, is. net.

As We Are and As We May Be. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top. 6s.

Essays and Historiettes- Crown Svo, buckram, gilt try._6s.

Demy 8vo, cloth, js. 6<z. each.
London. With 125 Illustrations.

Westminster. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E., and 130 Illustrations by
WILLIAM PATTEN and others.

South London. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.H., and 118 Illustrations.

East London. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKBR, and 55 Illustrations by PHIL
MAY, L. RAVEN HILL, and JOSEPH PENNELL.

Jerusalem : The City of Herod and Saladin. By WALTER BF.SAXT and E. II. PAI.MF.R. Fourth
Edition. With a new Chapter, a Map, and n Illustrations.
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Baring Gould (Sabsne, Author of 'John Herring,
'

&c.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.

Red Spider. | Eve.

Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O'CONNOR, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55.

Bechstein (Ludwig). As Pretty as Seven, and other German
Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM, and 98 Illustrations by RlCHTEK. Squarn
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, js. 6d.

Bennett (Arnold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6*. each.
The Grand Babylon Hotel : A Fantasia on Modern Themes.

| Anna of the Five Towns.
Leonora.

The Gates of Wrath. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. t>d.

Bennett (W. C., LL. P.). Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 25.

Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By AUSTIN DOBSON. With 95
Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6d.

Bierce (Ambrose). In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and
Civilians. Crown STO, cloth extra, 31-. 6d. ; post SYO, illustrated boards, gj.

Bill Nye's Comic History of the Unitedlrtates. With 146 Illus-
trations by F. OFFER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d.

Bindloss (Harold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each.
A Sower of Wheat.

|
The Concession-Hunters.

| The Mistress of Bonaventure.

Alnslle'S Ju-Jn t A Romance of the Hinterland. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3j. 6d.
; picture cloth, flat back, aj.

Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Books by.
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, at.

Shillelagh and Shamrock. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d.

Bourget (Paul). A Living Lie. Translated by JOHN DE VILLIERS.
With special Preface for the English Edition. Crowi^Svo, cloth, 3j. 6d.

Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by.
English Merchants : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Commerce. With 32 lilus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d,

English Newspapers : Chapters in the History ofjournalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 35*.The Other Side of the Emin Pasha Relief Expedition. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6j.

Boyd. A Versailles Christmas-tide. By MARY STUART BOYD. With
53 Illustrations by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 4to. cloth gilt and gilt top, &r.

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., as. each.
Chronicles of No-Man's Land. | Camp Notes. | Savage Life.

Brand (John). Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sit
HENRY ELLIS. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d.

Brayshaw (J. Dodsworth). 51um Silhouettes: Stories of London
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

Brewer's (Rev. Dr.) Dictionaries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names In Fiction, Allusions, References,

Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. A New Edition, Revised.
A Dictionary of Miracles; Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic.

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4$. 6d. each.
More Worlds than One : The Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates,
The Martyrs of Science : GALILEO, TYCHO BRAKE, and KEPLER. With Portraits.
Letters on Natural Magic. With numerous Illustrations.

Bright (Florence). A Girl Capitalist. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Brillat-Savarin. Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2J.

Bryden (H. A.). An Exiled Scot: A Romance. With a Frontis-
piece, by J^S. CROMPTON. R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

BrydgeA |Harold). Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrations.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. \ cloth limp, ?s . 6d.

Burton (Robert). The Anatomy^olTMeiancholy. With Transla-
tions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, -;s. 6d.

Melancholy Anatomised: An Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY, Post 8vo, half-cV, . dd,
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Buchanan (Robert), Poems and Novels by.
The Complete Poetical Works of Robert Buchanan. 2 rols., crown 8vo, buckram, with

Portrait Frontispiece to each volume, i2j.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1-. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each.
The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature. With Frontispiece.
God and the Man. With n Illustrations by
Lady Kilpatrick. [FRED. BARNARD.

Love Me for Ever. With rrontisp'ece.
Annan Water. I Foxglove Manor.
The New Abelard. I Rachal Dene.
Matt : A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece.
The Mastev of the Mine. With Frontispiece.
The Heir of Linne.

|
Woman and the Man.

The"Martyrdom of Madeline. With
Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. (xi. each.

Red and White Heather. I Andromeda : An Idyll of the Great River.

The Shadow of the Sword. POPULAR EDITION, medium Svo, 6d.

The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN and HHNRY MURRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, with a

Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, y. t><t. ; post Svo, picture boards, zs.

Burgess (Qelett) and Will Irwin. The Picaroons: A San Fran-
cisco Night's Entertainment. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. [Jan.

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. ; post
Xvo, illustrated boards, aj. each ; cloth limp, aj. 6<r*. each.
The Shadow of a Crime. I

A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.
Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of the three novels, set in new type, crown Svo, bound uniform with

Tn<5 Christian, 6s. each; and CHEAP POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, portrait-cover, M. each.
Also the FINE-PAPER EDITION of The Deemster, pott 8vo. cloth, gilt top, as. net; leather, gilt
edges, y. net.

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett). The Cruise of the * Black
Prince

'

Privateer. Post Svo, picture boards, us.

Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadian
North-West. By E. B. OSBORN, B. A. With a Map. Crown Svo. Cloth, y. 6rf.

Captain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography.
Edited by L.OREDAN LARCHEY. Translated by Mrs. CARHY. With 100 Illustrations. Crown Svo.
cioth, 3*. 6d.

Carlyle (Thomas). On the Choice of Books. Post Svo, cl., 15. 6d.

Carruth (Hayden). The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra-
tions. Fcap. Svo, cloth, 2s.

Chambers"(Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by.
The King in Yellow. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6rf.

; fcap. Svo, cloth limp, zr. 6rf.

In the Quarter. Fcap. Svo, cloth, as. 6,f.

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the
Doubtful Ones. Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE. Vol
1 II., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. each.

Chappie (J. Mitchell). The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima
Donna. Crown Svo, cloth, y. M.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS. With
fc Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, y. 6rf.

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS
A New Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy 8v, cloth, 2j. 6d.

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open-
ings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown Svo, cloth,

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A Treatise on th Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra-
tegic Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL. Lonij fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d.

The Hastings Chess Tournament. Containing the Authorised Account of the 230 Games
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annotations by PlLLSKURY, L.ASKER, TARRASCH, STEINITZ
SCHIPKBRS, TEICHMANN, BARDELEBEN, BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, TINSLEV, MASON and
ALBIN ; Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters, and 22 Portraits. Edited by H. F. CHESHIRH
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, clpth.j.r. ^^^

Clare (Austin) , Stories by.
For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. : cloth, 25. 6,Y.

By the Rise of the River : Tales and Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown SYO. cloth v 6d
The Tideway. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 6s.

Ciive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by.
Post Svo, cloth, y. 6d. each

; picture boards, 2J. each.

PaulJPerroll. | Why Paul Ferroll Killed hia Wife.

Ciodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.). Myths and Preanrg._Cr. 8vo, ^ &t~

Coates (Anne). Rie'5 Diary. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.
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Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by.
The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2J.

Th Red Suitan. Crown 8vu, cloth extra, 3*. M. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, M.
The Burden Of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, j.r. M.

Coll ins (C. Allston). The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 25.

Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. each.
Illustrations of Tennyson.
Jonathan Swift. A Biographical and Critical Study.

Collins (Mortimer and Frances^ Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6J. each ; post 8vo, illustrated hoards, is. each.

From Midnight to Midnight. I Blacksmith and Scholar.
You Play me False.

|
The Village Comedy.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ?_r. each.
Transmigration. Sweet Anne Page. I Frances.A Fight with Fortune.

| Sweet and Twenty. |

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, many Illustrated, 3*. 6tf. each : post 8vo, picture boards, zj. each;

cloth limp, 2J. M. each.

Antonlna.
*Basll.
*Hide and Seek.
*The Woman in White.
*The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
'The Dead Secret.
After Dark.
The Queen of Heart*.e Q

NNo Name.

My Mir.ce'lanles.
Armadale.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs.?
The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the Lady.
The Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves.

Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Kobe.
Heart and Science.
I Say No.'
A Rogue's Life.
The Evil Genius.
Little Novels.
The Legacy of Cain.
Blind Lave.

* Marked * have been reset in new type, in uniform style.

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6rf. each.
The Moonstone. I Antonina.

|
The Dead Secret.

The Woman In White. | The Now Magdalen. [
Man and Wife.

| Armadale.
The Woman in White. LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, is.

net ; leather, giit edges, 3*. net,

Colman's (George) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grins,' 'My Night-
i^own and Slippers,' &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d.

Colquhoun (M. J.). Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth,
3J-. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj.

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M. HUTCHISON. Cr. 8vo, cl., y. 6d.

Compton (Herbert), Novels by.
The Inimitable Mrs. Masslngham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. dd.

The Wilful Way. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6j.

Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE RYAN. Cr. 8vo, 15. ; cl., 15. 6d.

Cooper (Edward H.). Qeoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Cornish (J. F.). Sour Grapes ; A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65.

Cornwall. Popular Romances of the West of England ; or, The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by KOBKRT HUNT, F.R.S. With
two Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIK.SHANJC. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. t>d.

Cotes (V. Cecil). Two Girls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by
}". H. TOWNSEND. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. (xi. : post 8vo, cloth, 21. 6d.

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Crown 8ro. cloth, 3*. &/.

; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2J.

His Vanished Star. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

Crellin (H.~NL). Romances of the Old Seraglio. With 28 Illus-
trations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d.

Crcsswefl (Henry). A Lady of Misrule. Cr. 8vo, cioThTgllt top, dT.

Crim (Matt.). Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo,~cloth
extra, with a Fronti .piece by DAN. 15RAKD, ^.r. 6,/. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ts.

Crockett (S. R.) and others. Tales of Our Coast] By S. K]
CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC, 'Q.,' and W. CLARK RUSSHLV. With
lliustiatiou'^ by FRANK B.- - .*u BVU, cloU., * *rf.
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Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6d.
each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each ; cloth limp, zs. 6d. each.

Pretty Miss Neville. Interference.
A Family Likeness,
A Third Person.
Iflr. Jervis.

illage Tales & Jungle
Tragedies.

The Real L.y Hilda.
Married or Singla ?

Proper Pride.
A Bird of Passage.
Diana Harrington.
Two Masters.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each.
Borne Qne Else. I Mies Balmaine's Past.

] Beyond the Pale.
In the Kingdom of Kerry. | Jasort, &c. 1 Infatuation.
Terence. With 6 Illustrations by SIDNEY PAGET.

To Let,' &C. Post 8vo, picture boards, aj. ; cloth limp, us. 6d.

The Cat's-paw. With 12 Illustrations by FRED. PEGRAM. Crown Svo, cloth, pit top, *.

Diana Barrington. POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d.

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two SERIES : The
FIRST, from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND, from 1844 101853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of

THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A'BECKETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &c. With
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HlNE, LAMDE1.LS, &c.
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, ^s. 6d. each.

The Life of George Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Illustrations and a

Bibliography. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d.

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. Svo, cloth, 65. each.
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and 23 Illustrations.

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations.

Two Happy Years In Ceylon. With 2* Illustrations.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece.

Cussans (John E.). A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Daudet (Alphonse). The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ys.

Davenant (Francis, M.A.). Hints for Parents on the Choice of
a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown Svo, cloth. TJ. 6d.

Davidson (Hugh Coleman). Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. $f. 6d.

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, 15. ea.; cl., is. 6d. ea.
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints.
Nursery Hints : A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
Foods tor the Fat : The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout.

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, as. ; cloth limp, zs. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited,
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each,

be Querin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. STTREBUTIEN .

With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the soth French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH-
INGHAM. Fcap. Svo. half-bound, 2*. 6d,

be Maistre (Xavier). A Journey Round my Room. Translated
by HENRY ATTWELL. Post Svo, cloth limp, gj. 6d.

Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts
afTHE OAKS.' By Louis HENRY CURZON. Crown 8vo. cloth limp, gj. f>d.

Dewar (T. R.). A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, -js. 6d.

be Windt (Harry), Books by.
Through the Cold-Fields of Alaska to Bering Straits. With Map and 33 full-page Illus-

trations. Cheaoer Issue. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s.

True Tales of Travel and Adventure. Crown Svo. cloth, y.fxt.

Dickens (Charles), About England with. By ALFRED RIMMER.
With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and the AUTHOR. Square Svo. cloth, y. 6tt.

Christmas Days with Boz. By PERCY FITZGERALD. With Illustrations in Facsimile of Old
Prints. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. \Shortly.

Dictionaries.
The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names In Fiction, Allusions. References,

Provei-bs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. By Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D. A New Edi-

tion, Revised. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6rf.

A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By ths Rev. E, C. BREWER,
LL.D. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6rf.

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL
A. BENT, A.M. Crown Evo, cloth extra, is. ftci.

She Slant; Dictionary : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d.

Words, Facts, and Phrases : A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ol-the-Way Marten. By
ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown SYO, cloth extra, yt. W.
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Dilke (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles, Bart., M.P.) The~British Empire.
Crown Svo, buckram, 3^. (nt.

DobsoiT/Austin), Works by.
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, y. 6d.
Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6j.

Eighteenth Century Vignettes. IN THRKR SERIES. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each.
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With 2 Il!ust. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s.

Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illustrations. SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6j.

Dobson (WTT.). Poetical Ingenuities and EccentricitiesTTPost
8vo, cloth limp, ?.f. 6d. ______________

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each : cloth limp, aj. 6d. each.

Suspicion Aroused.
| Rlddlea Bead.The Wan-Hunter. I Wanted!

Caught at Last. | Tracked to Doom.
Tracked and Taken.

|
Link by Link.

Who Poisoned Hetty Dunca
by
n?

A Detective's Triumphs.
In the Grin of the Law.
From Information Received.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6rf. each : post Rvo, illustrated boards, -js. each ; cloth, zj. (xi. each.
The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations.

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace.
|
The Chronicles of Michael Danavitch.

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6rf. each.
The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Service. Also picture cloth, flat back, a.
The Adventures of Tylr Tatlock, Private Detective.
Deacon JBrodie ; or, Behind the Mask. I Tales of Terror.
Dark Deeds. Crown Svo, picture cloth, Hat back, gj.

bowling (Richard). Old Corcoran's Money. Crown Svo, cl., 35. 6d.

Doyle (A. Conan). The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. 6d. per Vol.
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by

WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols.

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minoi
Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Trans! ;:tions of' the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.

Massinger's Plays. From GIFFORD'S Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.

Dubfin~~Castie~and Dublin Society,~Recbilections~of7 By~A
NATIVE. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6.r.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. EVERARD COTES), Books by^
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7.1. 6d. each.

A Social Departure. With in Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
An American Girl In London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
The Simple Adventures of a fflemsahib. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6J. each.A Daughter of To-Day. | Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by HAL ir,

Dutt (Romesh C.)V England and India: A~R^cord~ of"Progress
during One Hundred Years. Crown Svo, cloth, gj.

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo. cloth boards, jr. 6d. per Volume.

Fletcher's iGiles) Complete Poems. One Vol.
Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce). Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil
and on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5.?.

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by.A Point of Honour. PostSvo, illustrated boards, zs.
|
A Plaster Saint. Cr. Svo, cl., 3*. 6rf.

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cioth. y. 6d. ; .illustrated boards, gf.

Edwards (Eliezer). Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary
of Curious. Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, cloth. ;

Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways.
With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WAGE, and Four Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5^.

Eggleston (Edward). Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo. illust. boards. 25.

Englishman f-An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the
Reign of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

Englishman's House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build-
ingaHouse. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and $34 Illusts. Cr. Svo. cloth, $s. 6d.

Myfr5.' Our : How to Preserve Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Cr. Svo, 15.

Familiar Sbort Sayings of Great Men. By SAMUEL ARTHUR BENT,
A.M. Fifth Fdition, Revised and Fnlarjjed. Crown Rvo, cloth extra, 7*. 6rf.
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Faraday (Michael), Works by. j^T8vo7clotlTexfra74s76^. each7~

Tho Chemical History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited
bv WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other. Edited by
WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With Illustrations.

Farrer (J. Anson). War; Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, is76d.

Fenn (G. Manviile),
Crown 8vo, cloth e

The New Mistress. I W
A Woman Worth Winning.
Cursed by a Fortune.
The Case of Ailsa Gray.
Commodore Junk.
Black Blood.
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Gentleman's Magazine, The. 15. Monthly. Contains Stories,
Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art. and Table Talk by SYLVANUS URBAN.
*** Bound Voluinesfor recentyears kept in stock, 8j. M. each. Cases for binding, . each.

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers GRIMM and
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo. cloth, 6s. 6rf. ; gilt edges, i

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. Svo.cl., 35. 6d. ea.; postSvo, bds.,2*. ea.
Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I Loving a Dream.

|
The Braes of Yarrow,

The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. Of High Degree.
The Flower of the Forest. I Queen of the Meadow,

The Dead Heart.
For Lack of Gold.
Y/lmt Will the World Say 7
For the King.A Hard Knot.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, vs. each.

In Pastures Green.
In Love and War.
A Heart's Problem.
By Mead and Stream,
Fancy Free.

In Honour Bound,
Heart's De)ight.
Blood-Money.

Oibney (Somerville). Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Gilbert's (W.~Sybriginal Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo, 25. 6d. each.
The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World Pygmalion and Galatea Charity The Princess

The Palace of Truth Trial by Jury lolanthe.
The Sr.COND SERIES : Broken Hearts Engaged Sweethearts Gretchen Dan'l Druce Tom Cobb

H.M.S. ' Pinafore 'The Sorcerer The Pirates of Penzance.
The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Trajjedy Fog'gerty's Fairy Rosencrantz and Guildenstern

Patience Princess Ida The Mikado Ruddigore The Yeomen of the Guard The Gondoliers
The Mountebanks Utopia.

Eight Original Comic Operas written by W. S. GILBERT. Two Series, demy 8vo, cloth, w. 6d.
each. The FIRST SERIES contains: The Sorcerer H.M.S. ' Pinafore 'The Pirates of Penzance
lolanthe Patience Princess Ida The Mikado Trial by Jury.

The SECOND SERIES contains: The Gondoliers The Grand Duke The Yeomen of the Guard
His Excellency Utopia, Limited Ruddi^ore The Mountebanks Haste to the Wedding.

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WATSON.
Royal i6mo, Japanese leather, 2s. fxi.

Gilbert (William). James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2J.

Gissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
A Secret of the North Sea. \ The Wealth of Mallerstang.

_ Knitters in the Sun. | An Angel's Portion.

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6ti. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.

The Lost Heiress : A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NlSBHT.
The Fossioker : A Romance of MashonalamL With Two Illustrations by HUME NlSiifiT.
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.
The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6d.
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo cloth, is. 6<r.

Tales from the Veld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. NiSBET. Crown 8vo, cloth, jr. 6d.
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, pllt

edges, ss. ; cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Glenny (George). A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse:
Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo. is. ; cloth, u. faf.

Godwin (William). Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 25.

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations
from the Best Authors. By THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

Goodman (E. J.). The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d.

Gore (J. Ellard, F.R.A.S.). The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc-
tion to the Study of the Stars and Nebulae. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2*. net.

Grace (Alfred A.). Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Greeks and? Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique
Monuments. By KRNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFBR. With 545 Illustra-
tions. Larjje crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d.

Greenwood (James: '*The Amateur Casual"). The Prisoner
In the Dock ; My Four Years' Daily Experi^nc. ! m Police Courts. Cr. 8vo, cl., y. 6A

Grey (Sir George), The Romance of a Proconslal : Being the
Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGH GREY, K.C.B. By JAMBS MlLNH. With Portrait. SECOND
EDITION. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6t,
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Griffith (Cecil). Corinthia Maraxion : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra. 3*. 6a.

Ciunter (A. Clavering, Author of 'Mr. Barnes of New York').A Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf.

Gottenberg (Violet), Novels ~by7~
Neither Jew nor Greek. |

The Power of the Palm'st.

liair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. ]. PlNCUS. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, u. 6ii.____

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each.
New Symbols. | Legends of the Morrow.

|
The Serpent Play.___Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8j._

Halifax (C.). Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. MEADE and
CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M. D. Crown 8vo, cloth, ;. 6rf.___

Hal! (Mrs. S. C.). Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous
Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRU1KSHANK.
Small demy 8vo, cloth ext^T^j^______

Kali (Owen), Novels by.
The Track of a Storm, crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; picture cloth, Cat back, w.

Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d.__
Crown Svo, doth, gilt top, 6j. each.

Eureka._I Hernando.__
Halllday (Andrew). Every-day Papers. Post Svo, picture bds.. 25.

Hamilton (Cosmo), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 35. 6d. each.
The Glamour of the Impossible. I Through a Keyhole.

*#* The two stories may also be had bound together in one volume, crown Svo, cloth, 3*. M.

Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

Vol. I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS, with Steel-plate Portrait.

II. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP BOHEMIAN PAPERS AMERICAN LEGEND,
III. TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS EASTERN SKF-TCHES.
IV. GABRIEL CONROY. |

Vol. V. STORIES CONDENSED NOVELS, &c.
,, VI. TALES OK THE PACIFIC SLOPE.

VII. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE II. With Portrait by JOHN PHTTIB, R.A.
Vlll. TALES OF THE PINE AND THH CYPRESS.

, IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL.
x. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, &c._

Bret Harto'a Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 40 Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d
Bret Harte'e Poetical Works, Including "Some Later Verses." Crown Svo, buckram, <j. 6d.

Some Later Verses. Crown 8vo, linen gilt, $s.
la a Kollow of the Hills. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, zs.

Condensed Novels. (The Two Series in One Volume.) Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, -u. net
; leather,

gilt elites, 3S. net. _
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

On the Old Trail. From Sandhill to Pln.
Under the Redwoods. Stories in Light and Shadow.

Mr. Jack Hamlln'a Mediation.

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6rf. each ; post Svo, picture boards, at. each.
G&briel Conroy.
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6rf. each.

Busy: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE.
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others.

The Boll-Ringer of Angel's, &c. With 39 Illustrations by Duni
Clarence : A Story of the American War. With Ei^ht Illustrations b

Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustrations by A. FORBSTIER, PA
Devil's Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece by w. H. OVEREND.
The Crusade of the " Excelsior." With a Frontispiece by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGR.
Three Partners ; or. The Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH.
Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD.
Mew Condensed Novels : Burlesques.

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6d. each ; picture cloth, flat backs, a*, each.
The Luck of Roaring Camp, and Sensation Novels Condensed.
JL bappho of Green Springs. | Colonel Star-bottle's Client*

A Protegee of JacTt Hamlln'S. With numerous Illustrations.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.
An Heiress cf Red Dog. |

The Luck of Roaring Camp. I Californlan Storlas.

Post 8ro, Illustrated boards, vs. each ; cloth, a/. 6d. each.

Hip. I Maruja. | A Phjrllia ci ih 9(lrpMU
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Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and
Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DH SALAMANCA. Post 8vo. half-cloth, zf. 6d.

Haiiky-Panky : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of
HandT &c. Edited by W. H. CREMER. With aco lUustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 4*. 6d. _

Hardy (Rev. E. J., Author of How to be Happy though Married ').

Love, Courtship, and Marriage. Crown Svo, cloth, ^j. 6d.

Hardy (Iza Duffus), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.

The Lesser Bvll. I Man, Woman, and Fate.
A Butterfly : Her Friends and her Fortunes.

Hardy (Thomas). Under the Greenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth
extra, y. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2*. ; cloth limp, as. 6d.~Also the FINE PAPER EDITION, pott Svo,
cloth, gilt top, aj.net ; leather, gilt edges, 3J. net.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art of Boaiity. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth bds., 6s.

The Art ot Decoration, With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. Bvo, cloth bds., ds.

The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustrations. Post Svo, is. ; cloth, is. (>d.

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition, revised.
With a Frontispiet Deinv Svo, cloth, Z.T. 6d.

Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, is. 6d.

Haweis (Rev. rTTR., M.A.). American Humorists: WASHINGTON
IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, AKTEMUS WARD, MARK
TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Crown Svo. cloth. 6s. _

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each.

?arth.
I Ellice Quentln. I Zeatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts.

ortune'l Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. David Poindexter's Disappearance.
I The Spectre of the Camera.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each.
Miss Cadogna. |

Love or a Name.
Sebastian Strome. Crown Svo, cloth. 3^. 6d.

Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
London Souvenirs. | London Memories! Social, Historical, and Topographical .

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. td. each.
Animals and their Masters. | Social Pressure.
Ivan de Blron ; A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3j! 6rf. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ?.s.

Henderson (Isaac). Agatha Pager A Novel. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d.

Henty (Q. A.), Novels by.
Rujub, the Juggler. Post Svo, cloth, 3.!-.

6d. ; illustrated boards, 2j.

Colonel Thorndyke'B Secret. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy Svo,

cloth, gilt edges, $s.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each.
The Queen's Cup. | Dorothy's Double.

Herman (Henry). A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Hertzka (Dr. Theodor). Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans-
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Hesse-Wartegg (ChevalieinErnst^von). Tunis: The Land and
the People. With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3.r. 6d.

Hill (Headon). Zambra the Detective^ Crown Svo, cloth, y. W.\
post Svo, picture boards, zs.

Rnr(John), Works by.
_ Treason-Felony. Post Svo, boards, gj. I The Common Ancestor. Cr. 3vo, clot!

Hlnkson (H. A.). Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
_J?anFitzgerald. J Silk and SteeK

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel). The Lover* s Creed . Post Svo, board .

Holiday^ Where to go for a. By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAXWELL,
Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSON, JANR BARI-OW, MARY LOVHTT CAMERON, JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY,
PAUL LANGE, J. W. GRAHAM, J. H. SALTER, PIKEKH ALLEN, S. J. BECKETT, L. RIVERS VINH,
and C. F. GORDON GUMMING. Cn

HolmeMOHveirWendeff),"Works by.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON, rest Svo, cloth

limp, sr. 6d. Another F.dition, post Svo, cloth, 2.r.

The Autocrat of de Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table,
In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, zj.

rs. Qeo.). The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, a-t,
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Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of
the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.
Hood's Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, halt-bound, as.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including his Ludi-
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With a Life. A New Edition, with a Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. _____

Hopkins (tighe), Novels by.
For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each.
Twixt Love and Duty. With a Frontispiece. The Incomplete Adventurer.
The Mugents of Carriconna. I Nell Haffenden. With 8 Illustrations by C. GREGORY^

Home (R. Hengist). Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph
Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, yj.

Hornung (E. W.). The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 8vo, cloth,
gilt top, 6s.

Hugo (Victor). The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'lsfaihde). Trans-
lated by Sir GILBERT CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

lume (Fergus), Novels by.
The Lady from Nowhere. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6ii. ; picture cloth, flat back, at
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 8ro, cloth, 3^. 6rf.

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of '

Molly Bawn '), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each; pott 8vo. illustrated boards, a.r. each ; cloth limp, a*. 6rf. each.

A Maiden All Forlorn.
In Durance Vile.
Marvel.
A Modern Circa.A Modern Cir
April'. Lady.

Peter's Wife.
Lady Patty.
Lady Verner's Flight.
The Red-House Mystery.

An Unsatisfactory Lover,
The Professor's Experiment.
The Three Graces.
Nora Creina.
A Mental Struggle.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3j. 6rf. each.
An Anxious Moment. I The Coming of Chloe. j A Point of Conscience. I Lovlce.

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited
by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo. half-bound, aj.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ys. each.

The Leaden Casket.
I Self-Condemned. I That Other Person.

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 64.

Hutchison (W. M.). Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d.

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. PASTEUR'S System ; The Technique of
his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR. M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6j.

Idler Magazine (The). Edited by ROBERT BARR. Profusely Illus-
trated. 6d. Monthly.

Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth. 2$. 6d.

Indoor Paupers. By ONE OF THEM. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden. The Tear of Kalee.
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

In Memoriam : Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and
arranged by LUCY RIDLEY. Small square 8vo. cloth, as. 6d. net : leather, 3*. 6d net.

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual.
By J. TRBVOR-DAVIES. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, aj.

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A.
PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo. cloth limp. a.r. 6rf.

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum.
Bv PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth, u. 6d.

James (C. T. C.). A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post
STO. cloth limo. is. 6<t. C

Jameson (William). My Dead Self. Post 8vo. cloth, zs. 6d.

Japp (Alex. H., LL. P.). Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5$.

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by.
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8ro, cloth limp, as. 64.

fcOjrd Tennyson : A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Port typ, cloth, if, W,
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Jefferies (Richard), Books by.The Open Air. Post 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d.

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each ; post 8vo, cloth limp, 2J. 6rf. each.
Nature near London.

| The Life of the Field*.
Also, the LARGE TYPR, FINE PAPER EDITION of The Life of the Field*. Pott 8vo, cloth

gilt top, ss. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3*. net.

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir WALTER BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6j._

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by.
Stageland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 410, picture cover, M.
John Ingerfleld, &c. With 9 Iliusts. by A. S. BOYD andJOHN GULICH. Fcap. 8vo, pic, cov. is.6J.

Jerrold (Douglas). The Barber's Chair; and fhe~Hedgehog
_Lettej'S1_ Postjjyo^ printed on laid paper and half-bound. 2J. __

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea.
;
cloth limp, 15. 6d. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Horticulture ; A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.- _ _^_

Jesse (Edward). Scenes and Occupations of a Country
Post Svo, cloth lunp, zs.

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, y. 6d. each.
Finger-Ring Lore : Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With Hundreds of Illustrations.
Crowns and Coronations . A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations._

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GlFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols.
crown 8vo, cloth extra, -js. 6d. each.

Josephus, Tfie^CompIete Works of. Translated by WHISTON. ConT
.taining The Antiquities of the Jews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With 52 Illustrations and Maps.Two Vols., demy Svo. half-cloth. i2S. 6J.__

Kempt (Robert). Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists]
Post Svo, cloth limp, zs. 6d._

Kershaw (Mark). Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous
Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated boards, gj. ; cloth, ss. 6d._

king (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each.
The Wearing of the Green.' , Passion's Slave. | Bell Barry.

A Drawn Came. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. ; post 6vo, illustrated boards. gj.__
Kipling Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Chapters^
^ an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. KNOWLES, Editor of

' The Golden Treasury ot American Lyrics.' With Two Portraits. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). The
Patient's Yade Mecum ; How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8vo. cloth, is. 6d.

Knights (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century]
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNB. K.T. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lambert (George). The President of Boravia. Crown 8vo,cl.,3s.6d.

Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including
gr.

'

Poetry for Children and ' Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP-
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the '

Essay on Roast Pig.' Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d.
The Essays of Ella. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, :s.

Little Essays : Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY
FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, m. 6d.

The Dramatio Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDHR MAT-_THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, gj. 6d._ _
Landor (Walter Savage). Citation and Examination of William

Shakspeare, &c. before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, igth September, 1582. To which
is added, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching the
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxburghe, as. 6d.

Lane (Edward William). The Thousand and One Nights, com-
monly called in England The Arabian Nights' Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic,
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred kngrarings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD
STANLEY POOLS. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-PQOLE. Three Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 71. bd. ea.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post Svo, laid paper, half cloth, -u.

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post Svo, cloth limp, is. 6d.

Humour of the Law: Forensic Anecdotes. Post Svo, cloth, gj.___
Lehmann (R. C.), Works by^ Post Svo, cloth, 15. 6d. each,

Harry Pludyer at Cambridge.
Ceavarnatlonal Hints for YounJ Shooters: A Guide to Polltt Tal^
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Leigh (Henry S.). Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made
paper, bound in buckram, 5^.

Leland (C. Godfrey). A Manual of Mending and Repairing.
With Diagrams. Crown Svo, cloth, $s.

Lepelletier (Edmond). Madame Sans-Gene. Translated from
the French by JOHN DH VILLIBRS. Post Svo, cloth, 3*. (>d. ; picture boards, zs . *

Leys (John K.), Novels by.
The Lindsays. Post Svo. picture bds., as. | A Soro Temptatlqn. Cr, Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j.

Lilburn (Adam). A Tragedy in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, ~y76d~.

Lindsay (Harry, Author of ' Methodist Idylls'), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each.

Rhoda Roberta. I
The Jacobite : A Romance of the Conspiracy of The Forty.'

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. each.
Judah Pyecroft, Puritan.

j
The Story of Leah.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by.
An Ootave of Friends. Crown 8vo. cloth, ys. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, a*, each.
Patricia Kemball. J lone. I Under which Lord ? With ta Illustrations,

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. My Love '.

'

| Sowing the Wind,
The World Weil Lost. With 12 Illusts. Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser.

The One Too Many. I Dulcie Everton. | With a Silken Thread,
The Rebel of the Family.
Post Svo, cloth limp, ss. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.
| Ourselves: Essays on Women.

F^eeshootingt Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON.

Lowe (Charles, M.A.). Our Greatest Living Soldiers. With
8 Portraits. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d.

Lucy (Henry W.). Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, y. 6d. ; past Svo, illustrated boards, aj.

McCarthy (Justin), Works by.A History Of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of

1880. LIBRARY EDITION. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, izs. each. Also a POPULAR
EDITION, in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each. And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., large crown Svo, cloth extra. 7*. 6rf. each.

A History of Our Own Times, Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy Svo, cloth

extra, las. ; or crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

A History of Our Own Times, Vol. VI., from the Diamond Jubilee, 1897, to the Accession of

King Edward VII. Demy Svo, cloth, I2J. [Shortly.
A Short History of Our Own Times. One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6*. Also a CHEAP

POPULAR EDITION, post Svo, cloth limp, as. 6d.

A History of the Four Georges and of William the Fourth. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY
and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, vis. each.

The Reign of Queen Anne. a vols., demy Svo, cloth, tas. each.

Reminiscences. With a Portrait. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth. 24*.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, is. dd. each
; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each

Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations.

The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations.

Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune.
Red Diamonds. I The Riddle Ring.

The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.A Fair Saxon. I Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain. I The Dictator.
Mis* Misanthrope. With 12 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each.
The Three Disgraces, and other_Stories. |

Mononia: A Love Story of '

Forty-eight.'

Tha Right Honourable.' ByJusTTNTlcCARTHY'lind Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by.
The French Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, vu. each.
An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Ireland Since the Union : Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s,

Hafiz in London : Poems. Small Svo, gold cloth, yf. 6d.

Our Sensation Novel. Crown Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 64.

;;.
Doom : An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, is.

Dolly : A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, is.

Lily Lass : A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth Imp, is. 6d.
A London Legend. Crown 8vo. cloth. ?,s. 6d.

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax.
Ednor Whitlock. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65.

Macdonell (Agnes). Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, zs.

MacGregor (Robert). Pastimes and Players : Notes on Popular
Games. Post 8vo, cloth limp, gj. 6d.

Machray (Robert), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each.
A Blow over the Heart, I The Mystery of Lincoln's Ion,
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MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by.Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., i6nio, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, zu. ; ur
the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at zs. f>d. each.

Vol. I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT. THE HIDDEN LIFE.
II. THE DISCIPLE. THE GOSPEL WOMEN. BOOK OF SONNETS. ORGAN SONGS.

* III. VIOLIN SONGS. SONGS OK THE DAYS AND NIGHTS. A BOOK OF DREAMS. ROADSIDE
POEMS. POEMS FOR CHILDREN.

., IV. PARABLES. BALLADS. SCOTCH SONGS.
V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. THE PORTENT.
VIII. THE LIGHT PRINCESS. THE GIANT'S HEART. SHADOWS.
IX. CROSS PURPOSES. THE GOLDEN KEY. THE CARASOYN. LITTLE DAYLIGHT.
X. THE CRUEL PAINTER. THE Wow o' RIVVEN, THE CASTLE. THE BROKEN SWORDS.

THE GRAY WOLF. UNCLE CORNELIUS.
Poetical Works of George MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols.

crown Svo, buckram, i2.r.

A Threefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post Svo, doth, S.T.

Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3.5-. 6ti.

Heather and Snow : A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6^. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, -2s.

Lillth ; A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6s.

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). Interludes and Undertones; or7
Music at Twilight. Crown Svo, cloth extra 6s.

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus~O*Shea. Brave Men
in Action : Thrilling Stories of the British Flag. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Small demy Svo, cloth, gilt edges, J.

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac-
tOFS : 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE ; with Memoirs Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical,
and Anecdotal illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM
BATES, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, v. 6d-

*"

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square Svo, cloth extraTos. each.
In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID.
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 lllusts. by T. R. MACQUOID.
Through Normandy. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID.

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c~.
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 4J. 6d. .

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical
Directions. By T. C. HEPWQRTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6tt.

Magna Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5*.

Mallory (Sir Thomas). Mort d'Arthur":~~The Stories~of K i n^
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMEKiK RAN-

_ KING. Post Svo. cloth limp, aj.

Mallock (W. H.), Works by.
The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth. 31. 6rf.; picture boards, 2j.

The New Paul and Virginia : Positivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth, zs. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to. parchment. 8j.
| Is Life Worth Living? Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Margueritte (Paul and Victor). The T)igastei\ Translated by
! >F.R1C LEES. Crown Svo. cloth, 3*. 6d.

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
'

^reductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo, cloth extra. js. 6./.

Mason (Finch). Annals of the Horse-Shoe Club. With 5 Illus-
tr.itu.ns by the AUTHOR. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6f.

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. fxi.

Matthews (Brander). A Secret of the Sea, &c~ Post Svo, illus-
irated boards, is. ; rloth limp, is. 6d.

Max O'ReilTBookslby^ Crown Svo, cloth, 35. t>d. each.
Her Royal Highness Woman. I Between Ourselves.

Rambles in Womanland.

MeadeTCT.), Novels byT~
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, zr.

Crown Svo, cloth, v- 6<^- each.
The Voice of the Charmer. With 8 Illustrations. 1 An Adventuress.
In an Iron Grip. I On the Brink of a Chasm. I The Blue Diamond.
The Slran. The Way of a Woman. A Stumble by the Way,
Dr. Rumsey's Patient. |

A Son of lahmael. |

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
This Troublesome World. J __ Rosebury.

Merivale (Herman). Bar, Stage,"and Platform : Autobiographic
Memories. With a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6x.
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Merrick (Leonard), Novels by.The Man who was Good. Post 8vo, picture boards, as.

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. each.
This Stage of Fools.

| Cynthia t A Daughter of the Philistines.

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A. E. SWEET and J. ARMOY KNOX. With 265 Illustrations. Crowr. 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d.

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick). Physiology for the Young ; or, The
House of Lite. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, si. 6ci.

Milton (J. L.). The~Batn~iiTDiseases of the Skin. Post 8vo,
is. ; cloth, if. 6rf.

Minto (Wm.). Was She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by.
The Lone Star Rush. With 8 Illustrations by NORMAN H. HARDY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.

Only a Nigger. I The Bel forts of Calbem.

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat hacks, as. each.
Plotters of Paris. I The Temple of Death.

|
Towards the Eternal Snows.

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each.
The Gun-Runner : A Romance of Zululand. \Vith a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Renshaw Fanning's Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD.
The Triumph of Hilary Blachland.

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. each
; picture cloth, flat backs, as. each.

The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley.
The King's Assegai. With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Havlland's Chum. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Molesworth (Mrs.). Mathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, cloth,
y. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss.

'

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-). The Abdication: An Historical Drama.
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER,
H. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 410, buckram, au.

Montagu (Irving).-Things I Have Seen in War. With 16 full-

page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Moore (Thomas), WofioTby.
The Epicurean ; and Alciphron. Post 8vo, half-bound, as.

Prose and Verse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. ftd.

Morrow^WTC.). Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With 106 Illustra-
tions by EDOUARD CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6s.

Muddock (J. E.), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
Baslle the Jester. With Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.
Young Lochinva*. I The Golden Idol.

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2J. each.
The Dead Man's Secret. I From the Bosom of the Deep.
Stories Weird and Wonderful. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. ; cloth, as. 6d.
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With 12 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8v, cloth extra,

31. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2j.

Murray~(D. Christie), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each.

A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat. 12 Illusts.

Coals of Fire. 3 Illusts.

Val Strange.
Hearts.
The Way of the World.

A Model Father.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Cynic Fortune. Frontisp.

Sy
the Gate of the Sea.

Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.

Bob Martin's Little Girl,
Time's Revenges.~

Wasted Crime.
Direst Peril.

Mount Despair.A Capful o> Nails.

ft,

The Making of a Novelist : An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait. Cr.
8vo, buckram, $s. f>d.

My Con
His OwContemporaries

in Fiction. Crown 8vo, buckram, y. 6ti."
flatl

"

rn Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. (>d. ; picture cloth, flat back, as.

Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each.
This Little World.

| A Race for Millions, f The Church of Humanity.
Tales In Prose and Yerse. With Frontispiece by ARTHUR HOPKINS.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
Despair's Last Journey. f Verona'a Father.
Joseph's Coat. POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo. (>d.

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

fy
One Traveller Returns. | The Bishops' Bible.

-

Paul Jones's Alias, &c. With Illustration! by A. FORHSTIBR and G. NICO-BT.
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Murray (Henry), Novels by.
tf. Post 8vo, cloth, ss. (>d. each.

A Came of Bluff. ^
I A Song of Sixpence.

Newbolt (H.). Taken from the Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, is.

Nisbet (Hume), Books by.
Bail Up.' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3.?. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, a*.

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, illustrated boar.

Lessons in Art. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, at, f>d.

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each
; post 8vo,

picture boards, ss. each.
Saint Ann's. | Billy Bellew. With a Frontispiece by F. H. TOWNSEND.
Miss Wentworth's Idea. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^-. 6.t.

^

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each.
Doctor Rameau. |__A Last Love.
A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cioth, y. 6rf. ; post 8vo, picture boards, zj.

Love's Depths. Translated by F. ROTHWELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

The Woman ot Mystery. Translated by F. ROTHWELL. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Oiiphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post SvoTllTusfrated boards,~zs. each.
The Primrose Path.

|
Whiteladies.

|
The Greatest Heiress in England.

The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.6d.

Orrock (James), Painter, Connoisseur, Collector. By BYRON
WEBBER. In Two Handsome Volumes, small folio, Illustrated with nearly One Hundred Photogravure
Plates and a profusion of Drawings reproduced in half-tone, in a handsome binding designed by Sir

J. D. LINTON, P.R.I. Price, in buckram gilt, Ten Guineas net. The Edition for sale is strictly
limited to Five Hundred Numbered Copies.

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by:
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d.

Music and Moonlight.
Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, IQJ.

Songs of a Worker.

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., y. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea.
Held in Bondage.
Tricotrin.
Strathmore.

| Chandos.
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage
Under Two Flags.
Puck.

| Idalia.
Folle-Farlne.

A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.

| Signa.Two Wooden Shoes. *
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.

| Friendshi]A Village Commune.
Moths. I Pipistrello.

In Maremma.
| Wanda.

Bimbi.
Frescoes.

|
Othmar.

Princess Napraxine.
Guilderoy. |

KutJino.
Two Offenders.
Santa Barbara.

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, dd. each.
Under Two Flag*. I Moths.

|
Held in Bondage. I

Puck. | Strathmore.
Syrlln. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31-. (>d, ; post 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, vs. ; illustrated boards, 2J.

The Waters of Edera. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf.
; picture cloth, flat back, ss.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works 01 OUIDA by F. SYDNEY MORRIS. Post
8vo, cloth extra, sj. CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, as.

*ain (Barry). Eliza's Husband. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 15.

Palmer (W. T, ). Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each.
- ' - - ~

a Frontispiece.
With a Frontispiece.

Lake Country Rambles. With a Frontispiece.
In Lakeland Dells and Fells.

Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. each ; post 8Vo, illustrated boards, as. each.

Lost Sir Massingberd.A County Family.
Less Black than We're Painted.
By Proxy. | For Cash Only.
High Spirits.A Confidential Agent. With 12 Illusts.

A Grape from a Thorn. With ia Illusts.

Post 8vo' illustrated boards, as. each.
Humorous Stories. | From Exile.
The Foster Brothers.
Married Beneath Him.
Bentinck's Tutor. | Walter'* Word.
A Perfect Treasure.
Like Father, Like Son. <*A Woman's Vengeance.

The Family Scapegrace.
Holiday Tasks.
The Talk of the Town. With 12 Illustj.

The Mystery of Mirbrldge.
The Word and the Will.
The Burnt Million.
Sunny Stories. I A Trying Patient,

Carlyon's Year.
Murphy's Master.

Cecil's Tryst.
At Her Mercy.

Found Dead.
|
Gwendoline's Harvest.

Mirk Abbey. I A Marine Residence.
The Canon's Ward.
Not Wooed, But Won.

?wo
Hundred Pounds Reward.

he Best of Husbands.
Halves. I What He Cost Her.
Fallen Fortunes. Kit: A Memory.
Under One Roof.

| Glow-worm Tales.
A Prince of the Blood.The ClyfTards of ClyfTe.

Some Private Views.
A Modern Dick Whittington ; or, A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crown

8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. ; picture cloth, flat back, aj.

In Peril and Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf.

Notes from the ' News.' Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Payne (Will). Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35.
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Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir
BARTLH FRERE. PostSvo, illustrated boards, a*.

Paris Salon, The Illustrated Catalogue of the, for 1902. (Twenty-
fourth Year.) With over 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 3^.

Pascal's Provincial LettersT A New Translation, with Historical
Introduction and Notes by T. M'CRIE, P.P. Post 8vo, half-cloth, ss.

Paston Letters (The), 1422-1509. Containing upwards of 600 more
Letters than appeared in the original 5-volurne issue in 1787-1823. Edited, with Introduction and
Notes, by JAMES GAIRDNER, of the Public Record Office. A NEW EDITION. In 6 Volumes, square
demy 8vo, art linen, gilt top, las. dd. net per volume (sold only in sets). The Edition will consist of 650
copies, of which only 600 are for sale. The First Volume will be ready in November.

Paul (Margaret A.). Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with
Frontispiece by HELEN PATHRSON. 3^. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, vs.

Penneil-Eltnhirst (Captain E.). The Best of the Fun. With
8 Coloured Illustrations by G- D. GILES, and 48 in Black and White by J. STURGESS and G. D.
GILES. Medium 8vo, cloth, gilt top, i6j.

Penneil (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2*. 6rf. ea.
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

Pegasus Re- Saddled. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER.
The Muses of Mayfair ; Vers de Societe. Selected by H. C. PENNELL.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. each.
An Old Maid's Paradise. I Burglars In Paradise.

Beyond the Gates. Post 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. dd.
Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. REED. Crown 8vu. cloth, u. 6d.

Phil May's Sketch -Book. Containing saTHumorous Cartoons. Crown
folio, cloth, its. 6rf.

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, canvas, gilt top, 55. each.
Famous Violinists and Fine Violins. |

The Confessions of a Violinist.
Voice and Violin ; Sketches. Anecdotes, and Reminiscences.

Pilkington (Lionel L.). Mallender's Mistake. Crown 8vo, cloth,
gilt top, 6s.

Planche (J. R.), Works by.
The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, -jf. 6d.

_ Songs and Poems. 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNHSS. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. _
Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of

Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNB, and Portraits. Two Vols.. demy 8vo. half-cloth IPS, (xi.

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays.
With an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. fat.

"Pollock (W. H.). The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By
Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt. 6s.

Pope's Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25.

Porter (John). Kingsclere. Edited by BYRON WEBBER. With 19
full-page and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, iflust. bds., 25. each.
The Romance of a Station. |

The Soul of Countess Adrian.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each : post 8vo, boards, ar. each.

Outlaw and Lawmaker.
|
Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W FACET.

Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations by ROBERT SAUBER.
Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each.

Nnlma. Madame Izan. | 'As a Watch in the Night.'

Price (E. C.). Valentina. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6<t.

Princess Olga. Radna ; A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Pryce (Richard). Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth,
with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, $s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as.

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by.
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gj. dd.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night in the Year. Crown 8vo, cloth, &t.

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Saturn and its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ior. 6rf.

Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s.
The Universe of Suns. &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6d.

Rambosson (J.).Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. P
With in Coloured Pbtes and 63 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. dtt.

ITMAN.
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Randolph (Col. G.). Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth, ;

Richardson (Frank), Novels by.
The Man who Lost his Past._With 50 illusts.Jjy TOM BROWNE, R.I. Cr. 8vo, doth, y. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
The King's Counsel. \ Semi-Society.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by.A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6rf.

Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6J. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each.
The Uninhabited House. I Fairy Water,
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. Her Mother's Darling.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. | The Nun's Curse. I Idla Talcs.

Reade's (Charles) Novels.
The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set In nw long primer

type, printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price %s. 6rf. each.

Peg Wofflngton; and Christie John-
stone.

v. Hard Cash.
3. The Cloister and the Hearth. With a

Preface by Sir WALTER BF.SANT.
4.

' It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
5. The Course of True Love Never Did

Run Smooth; and Slngleheart and
Doubleface.

6. The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of all Trades; A Hero and a Mar-all Trad
tyr ; and The

7. Love Me Little, Love ma Long.
8. The Double Marriage*
9. Griffith Gaunt.
10. Foul Play.
11. Put Yourself In Hl Plaefe
12. A Terrible Temptation.
13. A Simpleton.
14. A Woman-Hater.
15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good

Stories ofMan and other Amrr.alw.
16. A Perilous Secret.
17. Readiana; and Bible Characters,

In Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each.

Peg Wofflngton. I Christie Johnstone.
It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
The Course of True Love Never Did Run
Smooth.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of!raphy of
and Jamei

Hard Cash. I Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play. I Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.A Simpleton. | The Wandering Kan-.
A Woman-Hater.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Man and otherAnimals.
The Jilt, and other Stories.
A Perilous Secret. I Readiana.

all Trades ; and James Lambert.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
The Cloister and the Hearth._
LARCH TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott 8vo, cl., gilt top, as. net ea. ; leather, gilt edges, 3*. ne'; ca.

The Cloister and the Hearth.___I
'It IB Never Too Lata to Mend.'

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each.
'It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' | The Cloister and the Hearth. ! Foul Play.
Peg Wofflngton; and Christie Johnstone. |

Hard Cash. j Griffith Gaunt.
Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxb.aj.&i.
Peg Wofflngton. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburjjhe, 2s. 6d
The Cloister and the Hearth. NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION, with 16 Photogravure and 84

half-tone Illustrations by MATT B. HEWERDINE. Small 4to, cloth gilt and gilt top, tor. 6rf. net.
Also in FourVols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER BESANT, and a Fiontispiece to
each Vol., buckram, gilt top, 6s. the set.

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, is.__

Selections from the Works of Charles Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs. ALEX.__IRELAND. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 2j. td._
Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With 52 Illustrations by the Author.
About England -with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOP and A. RIMMER.

Rives (Amelie)- Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
Barbara Dering.

p___|
Meriel ; A Love Story.__

Robinson Crusoe. By DANIEL DEFOE. With 37 Illustrations by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, half-cloth, us.__

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by.Women are Strange. Post 8vo, Ulustrated boards, ?j.

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6rf. ; post 8vo Illustrated boards, .

The Woman in the Dark. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj.

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. each.
The Poets' Birds.

| The Poets' Beasta. | The Poets' Reptiles. Fishes, and Insects.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy -with William the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold anil Col<

RosengarteiT(A.). A Handbook of Archltectu ra 1 Styfes. Trans*
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDAR3. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth

_extr_a,_7._6rf._
Ross (Albert). A Sugar Princess. ~Crown SvoTcloth, 35. 6d.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh). Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. each.
Punlana: or, Thoughts Wise and Other-wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles, Conundrum!, Jofccfc

Sells, &c., with numerous Illustrations by the Author.
r* PunUns : A Second Collection of Riddles, Jokes, *c. With numerous Illustration?.
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Runciman (James), Stories by.
Schools and Scholars. Post 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d.
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf.

Russell (Dora), Novels by.A Country Sweetheart. Post Svo, picture boards, as. ; pictuVe cloth, flat back, zj.The Drift of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3-r. 6af.; picture cloth, flat back, ar.

Russell (Herbert). True Blue; or, 'The Lass that LovedVSailorT'
Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6rf.

Russell (Rev. John) and his Out-of-door Life. By E7~W7~IT
DAVIES. A New Edition, with Illustrations coloured by band. Royal Svo, cloth, ifo. net.

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, v. 6rf. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each ; cloth limp, aj. 6rf. each.
Mouna tne uaney-*ire.
In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.A Voyage to the Cape.A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the 'Ocean Star.'
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe.

The Tale of
Crown Svo, clot

A Tale of Two Tunnels.



CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin'* Lane, London, VV.C. ai

Sherard (R. H.). Rogues; A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth, 15. 6d.

Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and
Anecdotes. Including Drama, Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf.

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Playa Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s.

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro-
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS. With
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, buckram, gilt top, izs. f>d.

Sh iel (M. P.), Novels by^ Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6sreach^
The Purple Cloud._I Unto the Third Generation.__

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all
those in ' Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART,
D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, y. 6d. each.

Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and
Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis-

piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. dd.~ ~
Sims~7Qeorge R7)7~Wo7ks by.

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, w. each ; cloth limp, cs. 6d. each.
The Ring o' Bells. I My Two Wives.
Tlnkletop's Crime.

|
Tales of To-day

Zeph : A Circus Story, *c.
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations.

Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The Ten Commandments: Stories.

Crown 8vo, picture cover, ij. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader : Being Readings and Recitations In Prose and Verse

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. Si MS.
The Case of George Candlemas. I Dagonet Ditties. (From The Re/eree.)
How the Poor Live; and Horrlble~London^ With a Frontispiece by F. BARNARD.

Crown 8vo, leatherette, is.
| Dagonet Dramas of the Day. Crown 8vo, is.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; post vo, picture boards, as. each ; cloth limp, 2j. ott. each.
Mary Jane's Memoirs. | Mary Jane Married. | Rogues and Vagabond*.

Dagonet Abroad.
Crown 8vo, cioth, 3^. 6d. each.

Once upon a Christmas Time. With 8 Illustrations by CHARLES GREEN, R.I.
In London's Heart : A Story of To-day. Also in picture cloth, flat back,=.r |

A Blind Marriage
Without the Limelight : Theatrical Life as it is. I The Small-part Lady. Ac.
Blographs of Babylon ; Life Pictures of London's Moving Scenes.

Sinclair (Upton). Prince Hagen : A Phantasy. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.

Sister Dora: A Biography. ,By MARGARET LONSDALE. With Four
-_ Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4^. ; cloth. 6d.

Sketchley (Arthur). A Match~in the Dark. Post SvoTboards, 25.

Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Smart (HawleyJT Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, zs. each.

Beatrice and Benedick. Long Odds.
Without Love or Licence. I The Master of Rathkolly,

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3-r. o /

The Outsider
The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture board'sTar

Smith (J. Moyr), Works~byT~The Prince of Argolls. With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d.
The Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth. 6s.

Snazelleparilla. Decanted by G. S. EDWARDS. With Portrait of
G. H. SNAZELLE. and 65 Illustrations by C. LYALL. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3f.6rf.

Society in London. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, 15. 6d.

Speight (T. W.), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, aj. each.

The Mysteries of Horon Dyke.
By Devious Ways, &c.
Hoodwinked: & Sandycroft Mystery.
The Golden Hoop. | Back to Life.

The Loudwater Tragedy.
Burgo's Romance.
Quittance In Full.A Husband from the Sea.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. f>d. each.A Barren Title, | Wife or No Wife?
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6rf. each.A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk.

| The Master of Trenance.A Minion of the Moon : A Romance of the Kind's Highway I Her LadvshloThe Secret of Wyvern Towers. I The Doom of Siva, f The Web of Fate.The Strange Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle. I A* It was Written.
Stepping Blindfold. Crown Sv^clothTgilt'top. 6s.

Spalding (T. A., LL.B.). Elizabethan Demonology? An Essay
OR the Belief It? tjj p?ttep,ce of Dcvijs. Crown 8vo. cloth e^tr?, ;
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Somerset (Lord Henry). Songs of Adieu. Small 410, Jap. vel.,6-.

Spenser for Children. By M. H. TOWRY. With Coloured Illustrations
by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 410, cloth extra, y. 6d.

Sprigge (S. vSquire). An Industrious Chevalier. Crown 8vo,
cloti\, gilt top. 61. __

Spettigue (H. H.). The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Stafford (John), Novels by.
Doris and I. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf. | Carlton Prlora. Crown 8vo,_clo_tMplttgp1 >._

Starry Heavens (The): POETICALBIRTHDAY BOOK. Roy. i6mo,cl.,2s. 6d.

Stag-Hunting with the * Devon and Somerset:' Chase of the Wild
Red Deer on Exmoor. By PHILIP EVERRD. With 70 Illustrations. Crown 4to, cloth, i6.f. net.

Stedman (E. C.). Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 95.

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.). The Cruciform Mark: The Strange
Story of RICHARD TREGHNNA, Bachelor of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d.

Stephens (Robert Neilson). Phi!ip~Winwood : A Sketch of the
Domestic History of an American Captain in the War of Independence. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d.

Sterndale (R. Armitage). The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post
Svo, cloth, 3S. 6d. ; illustrated boards, st.

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by.
Crown Svo, buckram, pit top, 6t. each.

Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANK.
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANK.
Familiar Studies of Men and Books.
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. STRONG.
The Merry Men.

|
Underwoods: Poems.

| Memories an* Portrait!.
Yirginibus Puerisquo. and other Papers. | Ballads.

, | Prince Otto.
Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays.
Weir of Hermiston. |

In the South Seas.

Songs of Travel. Crown Svo, buckram, 5.?. .....

Mew Arabian Nights. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.; post Svo, Illustrated boards, i*t

POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6rf.

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.) with
Eight Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6rf.

The Stevenson Reader: Selections from the Writings of 'ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited
by LLOYD OSBOURNE. Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, y. 6d.

The Pocket R.L.S. : Favourite Passages. Small i6mo, cloth, zs. net ; leather.3J.net.

LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott Svo, cl., gilt top, us. net each ; leather, gilt edges, y. net each.

Yirginibua Puerisque, and other Papers. I New Arabian Nights.
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. I

R. I*. Stevenson ; A Study. By H. B. BAILDON. With 2 Portraits. Crown Svo, buckram. 6s.

Stockton (Frank~R7j^The~Young Masterof"Hyson Hal I . With
36 Illustrations by V. H. DAVISSON and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6<t. : picture cloth, zs.

Stories from Foreign Novelists. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Strange Manuscript (A) Pound in a Copper Cylinder. By JAMES
DH MILLS. Crown Svo, cloth, with 19 lUusts. by GILBERT GAUL, y. 6tt. : post Svo. boards, zs.

Strange Secrets. Told by PERCY FITZGERALD, CONAN DOYLE, FLOR-
ENCE MARRYAT, Ac. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs.

Strutt (Joseph). The Sports and Pastimes of the People of
England. Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. (xi.

Sundowner, Stories by^
Told by the Taffrail. Lr.Svo, cl., 3*. 6rf. | The Tale ofthe Serpent. Cr. Svo, cl., flat back, gj.

Surtees (Robert). Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks'sHPiuntT
With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEEC^I. Post Svo. cloth, aj.

^

Sutro (Alfred). The Foolish Virgins. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 15.

Swift's (Dean) Choice Woiriks|~ia~Prose ancfVerse. With Memoir,"
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in

'
Gulliver's Travels." Crown Svo, cloth, y. dd.

Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, zs.

Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J. CHUR.TON COLLINS. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8j.

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by HENRY VAN
LAUN. Four Vols.. demy Svo, cloth, 30^. POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols.. crown Svo, cloth, rgj.

Taylor (Bayard). Diversions of the Echo Club. Post 8vo, cl., 35.
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Swinburne's (Algernon Charles) Works.
Selections from the Poetical Worki of

"
A. C. Swinburne. Fcap. 8vo 6s.

Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Chastelard : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, -js.

Poems and Ballads. FIRST SERIES. Cr.8vo,9*.
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SER. Cr.Svo.gj.
Poems & Ballads. THIRD SERIES. Cr. 8vo, js.
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, ios. 6d.
Bothwell : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, i2j. (>d.

Songs of Two Nations. Crown Svo, 6s.

Oaofge Chapman. (See Vol. II. of G. CHAP-
MAN'S Works.) Crown Svo, 3*. 6d.

Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, us.
Erechtheus : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.
A. Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. Svo, &.A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, 8j.

Bongs of the Springtides. Crown 8vo, 6s

Studies In Song. Crown Svo, ^s.

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 8x.

Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown Rvo, 9.1-.A Century of Roundels. Sm;t" 4co, s.r.

A Midsummer Holiday. Crown rfvo, 7*.

Marino Faliero : A Tragedy. Crown ovo, 6s.

A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown Svo, 6s<

Miscellanies. Crown Svo, iss.

JLocrino : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.

A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo. js.
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, to
Astrophel, &c. Crown dvo, 7^-.

Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr.Svo, 9*-
The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, 7*.

Rosamund, Queen of the Lombards: A
Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.ragedy. C
iewVoluA New Volume of Poems. Cr. 8vo. {Shortly.

Taylor (Tom). Historical Dramas: 'JEANNE DARC,' "TWIXT AXE
AND CROWN,' -THE FOOL'S REVENGE," ARKWRIGHT'S WIFH,' -ANNE BOLEYNE,' 'PLOT AND
PASSION.' Crown 8vo, is. each.

Temple (Sir Richard, G.C.S.J.). A Bird's-eye View of Pictur-
esque India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo, cloth, sjilt top, 6s.

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. WitirColouFecTFrontispiece and
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6rf.

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. KRAUSSE.
With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

Thomas (Annie), Novels by.
Tha Siren's Y/eb : A Romance of London Society. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. &i
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each,
The Violin-Player. I

In a Cathedral City.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.

Tha House on the Soar; a Tale of South Devon.
| The Son of the Hoasa.

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With lutro-
diction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post Svo. half-bound, 2j.

Thoreau: His Life and Aims, By HTA. PAGE. With a Portrait
. v'iew. Post Svo buckram, 3*. 6d.

Tbmpkins (H. W.). Marsh-CountrynRamMes^ Wlfh a Front is-i

piece. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6. [Shortly.

fnoTnbury (Walter)TBooks by.
~

The Life and Correspondence of J. HI. W. Turner. With Eight Illustrations In Colours and
Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. _
TreeTbn (Ernest A.). The Instigator. Cr. 8vo7crcTh~{plTTop, 65.

Twain's (Mark) Books.
Author's Edition da Luxe of tbe Works of Mark Twain, in sa Volumes (limited to 600

Numbered Copies), price izj. 6d. net per Volume (Sold only in Sets.)

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each.
MttPh "wain's Library of Humour. With 197 Illustrations by E. \V. KHMBLH.
Roughing It ; and The Innocents at Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FRASBK.
The American Claimant. With 81 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others.
*The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With m Illustrations.

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by DAN BEARD.
Tom Sawyer, Detective. &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author.
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six Illustrations by LOUIS LoEB.
*A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations.

*Tha Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations. (The Two Shil-
ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.)

The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN and C. D. WARNER With nt Illustrations.
*The Prince and tha Pauper. With 190 Illustrations.

*Llfe on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations.

The Adventures ol Huckleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLK.A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With 220 Illustrations by DAN BHARD
*The Stolen White Elephant. I "The Cl.OOO.OOO Bank-Note.A Double-barrelled Detective Story. With 7 Illustrations by Lucius HITCHCOCK.
!The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. | Christian Science. [Shortly% The books marked may be had also In post Svo. picture boards, at ss. each.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, dr. each,

Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du MOND.
More Tramps Abroad.
The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg^andjjther Stories and Sketches, With a Frontispiece.
Mark Twain's SketSh&s, Pott 8ro, cloth, gilt tup, */. net; leather, flit edges, 5*. net,
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Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
Clubs and Club Life in London: Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and

Taverns. With 41 Illustrations.

English Eccentrics and Eccentricities: Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists. Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Illustrations.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. dd. each ;ja, y. (>d, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each.

The Way We Live Now. I Mr. Scarborough s Family.
Fran Frohmann.

| Marion^Fay. | The Land- Leaguers.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each.

Kept in the Dark. } The American Senator.
|
The Golden Lion of Oranpere.

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3.1-. 6rf. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each.

Like Ships upon the Sea. I Mabel's Progress. i Anne Furness.

TroUope (T. A.). Diamond Cut Diamond. Post SvoTTl'lust. bds., zT.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). Mistress JuditlT:~A Novel. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, jr. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2-r.

Tytler (Sarah)'."Novels by.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. *r. each.

Burled Diamonds. | TheJBlackhall Ghosts.
| What She Came Through.

PostSvo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.
The Bride's Pass. I The Huguenot Family. I Noblesse Oblige. | Disappeared.
Saint fflungo'a City. I Lady Bell. [Beauty and the Beast.

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each.
The Macdonald Lass. With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmlchael's Goddesses.
The Witch-Wife.

| Rachel Langton. | Sapphira. | A Honeymoon's Eclipse.A Young Dragon.
Cltoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, picture cluth.'flat back, as.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6.r. each.
Three Men ot Mark. | In Clarissa's Day. I Sir David's Vilt-rs.

Upward (Allen). The Queen Against Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth,
3*. bet. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2J. ; post 8vo, picture boards, vs.

Vandarn (Albert D.). A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by
J. PARNARD DAVIS. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d.

Vashti and Esther. By 'Belle* of The World. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d.

Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by.
- "Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece. I The Lover's Progress.
With Zola in England : A Story of Exile. With 4 Portraits.

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6j.

Bluebeard: An Account of Comorre the Cursed and Gilles de Rate; with a Summary ot various
Tales and Traditions. With 9 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, y. net.

Wagner (Leopold). How to Get on the 5tage, and how to
Succeed there. Crown 8vo, cloth, aj. 6rf.

Waiford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1904).
Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 Distinguished
Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, clotn gilt. SQJ. [/

>

y</a/-t;^-.

Waller (5. E.). Sebastiani's Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. 8vb, cl.,6*.

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, is. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3-r. net.

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM
M. ROSSHTTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s.

Warden (Florence), Novels by.
Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6< ; picture doth, flat back, ar.

A Fight to a Finish. Crown STO. cloth, y. 6<t.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, dr. each.
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illustrations.

|
What ought she to do? \Shortly.

Warman (Cy). The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

Warner (Chas. Dudley) . A Roundabout Journey. Cr. 8vo. cl. , 6s,

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures
and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 In. ST.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Soot*. A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa-
ture and the Great Seal. 2J.

Wassermann (Lillias). The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope.
By F W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, u. ; cloth, is. 6d.
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Webber (Byron). Sport and Spangles. Crown Svo, cloth, 2$.

Werner (A.)- Chapenga's White MaiT Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Westbury (Atha). TheTshadow of HilToiTFeTnb7(^Ts"r~A~Ro-
niance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3-r. 6^.

WestalMWilHam), Novels by.
Trust Money. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. ; post Svo. Illustrated boards, 2j.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each.
AK a Man Sows. I As Luck would have It.

|
The Sacred Craacents.

The Old Bank.

A Woman Tempted Rim,
FOP Honour and Life.
Her Two Millions.
Two Pinches of Snuff.
With the Red Eagle.
A Red Bridal.

Crown 8vo, cloth 3*. (><i. each.

Nigel Fortescue.
Ben dough. |

Birch Dene.ugh.
FacThe Old Factory (also

Sons of Belial.
Strange Crimes.
Hep Ladyship's Secret.

The Phantom City.
Ralph Norbreck'g Trust.
A Quaor Race.
Red Kyvington.
Roy of Roy's Court.

Wheelwright (E. Gray). A Slow Awakening. Crown Svo, 65.

WbJsh^^TFi^OTNovels by.
A Forbidden Name : A Story of the Court of Catherine the Great. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. M.

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. each.

Mazeppa. | Near the Tsar, near Death. | A Splendid Impostor.

White (Gilbert). Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 25.

Wilde (Lady). The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and
Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown Svo. cloth, y. txi.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by.
Science In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ?s. 6ef.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d.

The Chemistry^ of Cookery. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s.

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.). A Child Widow. Post 8vo. bds., 2$^
Wills (C. J.), Novels by.

An Easy-going Fellow. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 64.
\
His Dead Past. Crown 3vo, cloth. 6t.

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by.
Chapters on Evolution. With 250 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra ^s. 6J.

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Studies In Life and Sense. With 36 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 3.1-. 6ti.

Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, u. ; cloth, is. 5 A
G 1 1mpaes of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3*. 6rf.

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
ST. each ; cloth limp, as. 6a'. each.

Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends.
Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6rf. ; picture doth, flat K.

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 25. each.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. I The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

Woolley (Celia Parker). Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The-
ology. Post Svo.cloth, 2J. 6<i.

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by.
Caricature History of the Georges ; or, Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled from

Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures. Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With
over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d,

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque In Art, Literature, Sculpture, and
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FAIKHOLT, F.S.A. Crown Svo, cloth. ?j. bd

Wynman (Margaret). My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by
J.BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 2*.

Zola's (Emile) Novels. UNIFORM EDITION. Translated or Edited, with
Introductions, by ERNEST A. VlZETELLY. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6et. each.

His Masterpiece.
The Joy of Life.
Germinal: Master and Man.
The Honour of the Army.
Abbe Mouret's Transgression,
The Fortune of the Rougons.

The Fat and the Thin. | Money,
His Excellency.
The Dream.
The Downfall.
Doctor Pascal.
Lourdes. I Frultfulness.
Rome. Work.
Paris. 1 Truth.

The Conquest of Piassans.
The Dram-Shop.

POPULAR EDITIONS, n /.each.

The Dram-Shop. I
Tha Downfall.

With Zola In England. By ERNEST A. VI/T-TEI'LV. With Four Portraits. Crown Pvo, clo"

VZ' (L. Zangwill). A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. ^0,35.6^.
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SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
The St. Martin's Library. Pott 8vo, cloth, as. net each ; leather, 35. :

The Woman in White. By WILKIE COLLNS.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. By Sir WALTER BESANT.
The Cloister and the Hearth. By CHAS. READE.

|

' It is NeverToo Late to Mend.' By CH. :

F niliar Studies of Men and Books. By ROBERT Louis STEVENSON.
'

-,.,'Tiibus Pusrisque, and other Papers. By R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
'i'h<5 Pocket K.L.S, : Favourite Passages from STEVENSON'S Works.
New Arabian Nights. By ROBERT Louis STEVENSOM.

|
The Deemster. By .'ALL CAINE.

Under the Greenwood Tree. By THOMAS HARDY.
|
The Life of the Fields. By RICHARD JEF

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. |
Mark Twain's Sketches

Condensed Novels. (The Two Series in one Volume.) By BRET HARTE.

The Mayfair Library.
Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. ADAMS.
The Agony Column of

' The Times. 1

A Journey Round My Room. By X. DE MAISTRB.
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. DOBSON.
The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC.
Kongs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Animals and their Masters. By Sir A HELPS.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS.
Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. ByO. W. HOLMES.
Curiosities of Criticism. By H. ]. JENNINGS.
Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. per Volatile.
Little Essays : from LAMB'S LETTERS.
Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARVVO
Theatrica'. Anecdotes. By JACOB LARW
Ourselves. By E. LYNN LiNTON.
Witch Stories. By E. LYNN UNTON.
Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREG
New Paul and Virginia. By W. H. HAL
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. PENNELL.
Peaasus Re-saddled. By H. C. PENNEU.
The Muses of Maylalr. By H. C. PKNM
By Stream and Sea. By WILLIAM SENI

The Golden Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2$. per volume.
Bongs for Sailors. By W. C. BENNETT. I Scenes of Country Life. By EDWARD J

Lives of the Necromancers. By W. GODWIN. I La Mort d'Arthur : Selections from MAL
The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By I The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope.
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. | Diversions of the Echo Club, BAYARD^

Aly Library. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburgbe, as. Od. ea<

The Journal of Maurice do Ouerin. I Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES RF A;
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. Peg Wofiington. By CHARLES READE.
Citation of William Shakspeare. W. S. LANDOR. '

The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., as. e;

ronoray. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN. ffhe Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB.
inson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LA

Gastr
Robinson Crusoe". Illustrated by
Autocrat and Professor. ByO. W. HOLMES.
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal.
Whims and Oddities. By THOMAS HOOD.
Leigh Hunt's Esaaya. Edited by E. OLLIER.
The Barber't, Chair, By DOUGLAS JERROLD.

The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOOR
Plays by RICHARD BR'INSLKY SHERIDAI
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT.
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated.

White's Natural History of Selborne.

POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS.
The Tents of Shorn. By GRANT ALLEN.
The Orange Girl. By WALTER BESANT,
All Sorts and Condition.! of Men. WALT. BESANT.
Children of Gibeon. By WALTER BESANT.
The Chaplain of the Fleet. BESANT and RICH.
Ready-Money Mortiboy. BESANT and RICE.
The Golden Butterfly. BESANT und RICE.
Shadow of the Sword. By R. BUCHANAN.
The Deemster. By HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime. By HALL CAINE.
ASonofHagar. By HALL CAINS.
Antonina. By WILKIH COLLINS.
Armadale. By WILKIE COLLINS.
The Moonstone. By WiLKtE COLLINS.
The Woman in White. By WILKIE COLLINS.
The Dead Secret. By WILKIE COLLINS.
Man and Wife. By WILKIE COLLINS.
The New Magdalen. By WILKIE COLLINS.

Diana Barrington. By B. M. CROKER.
Joseph's Coat. By D. CHRISTIE MURR
Held in Bondage. By OUIDA.
Moths. By OUIDA.
Puck. By OUIDA.
Under Two Flags. By OUIDA.
Strathmore. By OUIDA.
Peg Woffington : and Christie Johnstoni

CHARLES READE.
Cloister and the Hearth. By CHARLES .

Griffith Gaunt. By CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to Mend. CHARLES 3

Hard Cash. By CHARLES READK.
Foul Play. Bv CHARLES RRADE.
New Arabian Nights. By R. L. STEVENS
The Old Factory. By WILLIAM WESTAL
The Downfall. By EMILE ZOLA..
The Dram-Shop. By EMILE ZOLA.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
LIBRARY EDITIONS OF NOVELS,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35

By F. M. ALLEN. -Green as GrBy Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Valerie's Fate. I Barbara.
A Life Interest. A Fight with Fate.
Mona's Choice. I A Golden Autumn.
By Woman's Wit. I Mm.Crichton'sCreditor.
The Cost of Her Pride,

j The Step-mother.A Missing Hero.

By M. ANDERSON. Othello's Occupation.

By Q. WEBB APPLETON.
Rash Conclusions.

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD.
Pbr the Phoenician. I Constable of St. Nicholas.

By ARTEMUS WARD
i Ward Complete,

By GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia. T Babylon.
Strange Stories.
For Maimie s Sake,
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil.
The Tents of Shorn.

The Great Tal

BuMaresq's D
Duchsss of Po
Blood Royal
I. Greet's Mai
The Scallywa
At Market V
Under Sealed

By ROBERT BARR
In a Steamer Chair.

j
A Woman Inl

From Whose Bourne.
| Revengo !
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